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CHAPTER I

Thi. idcii of niciking a visit to my nephew,

Vernon Hugo Hawkins, who Hves in the

North-West Provinces, India, and has an

appointment in the Forest Department, came

to m(' in the night. It was the night, to be

qmtc; accurate, of the fifteenth of November,

ig^2. I am perfectly certain about the date

because it is down in my diary, recording the

birth of the vicar's wife's seventh daughter.

with some observations. All the afternoon

I had been dressing dolls in early Victorian

styles for a Zenana mission at a work [)arty,

while Letitia Bray read aloud a book of

tmvols in the East, and when I went to bed

B
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2 VERNON'S AUNT

I found my imagination so taken iij) v asW^e

Oriental matters that I could not sleep I cc

tossed about for hours wrestling, so to spf priet

with cocoanut palms, and the sacred Gan^ He

and little heathen with nothing on My ni abso

was a chaos of temples to Krishna and R is n<

pore chudders, mosques and nose-rings, II p^jft;

doo widows and Brahminy bulls. Strang own

enough, the only Oriental object with w! ouf 1

I was acquainted, Vernon Hawkins, and

not occur to me until nearly two o'clock illlin

the morning. With him, however, ci upor

the inspiration to make the journey ; an was

found repose in the determination to go i

* ^h

self and see whether the monkeys did l)n t»^^'

open the cocoanuts by throwing them (k tnfe

from the trees, whether victims really allov |
J

themselves to be crushed by the wheels ^^^^

the car of Juggernaut, and to what extent wae

natives actually were adopting our civilisaii ^^ t

our clothes, and the Thirty-nine Articles. c»«Mr

Next day I hesitated a little, ik
^'J"

having been out of England before.
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n up w aSKcd Mr. Grulc whether, in his opinion,

it sleep I could iMulertake it with snfcty and pro-

;o to sp( priety alone. Mr. Grule is the curate,

ed Gan- H|B assured me that he thought I could

My m absolutely. A sense of humour in a curate

I and R is not an advantage. Then I told the work

rings, li part)', which met on that occasion at my
Straiif: own house. We had guava jelly with

with wl. ouf bread-and-butter to mark the occasion
;

Lwkins. an<i th(^ reading of the travels in the East was

) o'clock illumined by my prospective information

ever, ca ugi)n all points. Whenever an e.\})lanati<)n

ney ; an was reciuired Letitia Bray would exclaim,

itogor ' @h. }A\'>'^ Moffat can tell us—:/ue is going

3 did ])n there !

'
and I cannot say that I did not find

them (1( this gratifying.

allyallov 1 1^'^<^1 always seen a good deal of my

\ wheels nephew Vernon. I used to brush his hair

t extent when he wore it in curls, and endeavour to

civilisat: see that he was respectable when he went to

Vrticles. church. At an early stage I became associated

ittle, ne »«-lii^ acquisitive young mind with tops and

before. ;

Wves and marbles and unexpected pieces (^f

"2 #

.
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seed cake. After that I remember trvino to

make him understand in French that it \\a^

the shoemaker, and not the car])enter, wlii

had the silk hat of the baker, and later I In

quently directed his attention to his spellini^

All this was pure virtue on my [)art, for I hiiM

cherished an unabated intolerance towan

boys for nearly forty years, and Vernoi

Hawkins had all the characteristics of hi^

species. He was precocious and noisy, aiii

always w^anted to see the insides of thini:^^

He did not understand a snub, and he hated

bath. He bird's-nested, tore his clothes, am

once he drowned five kittens. The kittens hai

to be disposed of, but I would never ha\

allowed it to be done by a relative. 1
1'

slammed doors. His other friends wen

pleased to .speak of him as a ' nice, good

hearted boy' ; but all I know is that as sooi

as he had learned to keep himself reasonal)!;.

clean and sustain more than a monosyllabk

conversation, and enter a drawing-room wiilv

out injury to the furniture, he took himself c'

"M

il'
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inn I,

it \v;h

\\h(

I In-

DclliiiL:

I ll-L\t

tow an

V^crnor.

of hi^

sy, aiii'

thiiiLi-

hcitcd

,

lies, am

tens hai

er hav

e. Il-

ls ucn

I, good-

as sodi

isonabh

)sy]labii

)m with

mself or

|o India. I had written to him once or twice

|n(|iiirinn' about certain missions in which I am

Ipccially interested, and in reply had received

bric;f epistles descriptive of the weather and

pin -sticking, but for eijven years I had not

iecii his face. It was this that determinc;d me

|(3 ni\c' an element of unconventionality to my

iisii by not telling my nephew I was coming.

|t was thrilling to picture the meeting of an

j|iini with a ne])hew who might fail to recog-

nise hf'r. I was not afraid of any embarrass-

iieiU on m\ own part. I remembered that

Wernon had inherited the IMofTat nose ; I

pioiild have that to guide me, and I would

|now it anywhere in Asia ; and I packed

Jp with my black silk a small thin flexible

ne. rather worn, to produce in case there

as any difficulty about my own identity. I

Jit that I could rely uptjn Vernon's power of

sociation when he should see it in my hand.

should have mentioned that when he was a

y X'ernon was an orphan.

A variety of circumstances combined to
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prevent my ic^etting off Jis soon as I intended

]\Iy black silk came home with a yoke— hi,:

that is trivial—and had to go back se\(r

times. 'Hien I had to wait for the fortnisjhi

ly meeting of the Dorcas Society, in order ii

s(ie that my resignation as president \\a^
^

accepted with the pr()[)er amount of regret

and that Letitia Bray was not aj)pointe(l ii,

my place. Then I found that I could no;

de[)end U[)on the character of the people witl

whom I had placed my cat, and had to tine

another home for her. Then Mr. Gruletook

the measles, and, the vicar's wife ha\iiif;

neither time nor attention for anything but

the seventh daughter I have mentioned

there was nobody in ail LittU^hampton tn

look after him but me. He implored me not

to stiiy on his account, and if it had been

an ordinary curate I would have left him to

his fate and Letitia Bray ; but Mr. Grule \v;b

too valuable to me in the parish to be

allowed to run the risk of taking cold by

getting up too soon, or of premature and iiii

SUita

sary

3fer-

11 Ii
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suitable matrimony induced by the unneces-

sary attendance of Miss Bray. iMnally, I

MR. URULE TOOK THE MEASLES.
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WJiited for the I )ccc;ml)cr Zt7V«;r Iloiir and

Sitiiday at Home. I had the back numbers

for two years, and I wanted these to complete

the sets. I had made up my mind to take

them out to my nephew as a little contribu-

tion to his stock of reading material. 1 had

an idea that in India i)eople were so much

out of the way of current literature of an\

sort that Vernon wouldn't notice the dates.

I added some socks, gloves, collars and ties,

and would have liked to make additions to

his wardrobe even n.ore useful in their

character ; but there are boundaries, when

one's nephew is grown up and one has not

seen him for eleven years, which a maiden

aunt can pass only in imagination.

In a journey to the Orient one is obliged

to accomplish a large part of the distance by

sea. While my own nautical experiences

had been limited, I had once ridden on a

switch-back in Brighton, and I knew I should

loathe the ocean. So I took my ticket over-

land as far as Brindisi. I wanted, besides, to
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\

'-i

sci: a little of ga\ France and sunny Italy.

I am now convinced that the mail route is

not a good one tor this [)ur[)ose. I knew

tVoin the time table when we had arri\-ed at

Taris. and as the train crawled around the city,

I saw one* lamp lit sti^'et and a lot of tall

(lark houses—no boulevards and no cafes, v\o

theatres or monuments. As we swept out of

il ai^viin I ventiu'ed to inquire of a i^entleman

ill the same compartment if that was the Seine

—that river we were passing— and he said it

was. I suppose it could not \ery well have

been any other stream, but one likes to l)e

(|uite certain of one's facts, especially of one's

geographical facts. Looking back, my im-

pressions of France do not seem to amount to

much. I have more vivid ones of Italy, but

ih(;y are not as poetic as I expected them to be.

They cluster round the railway restaurants,

and are bathed, as it were, in olive oil. They

are inextricably mixed up with the natural

wrath and indignation of the unprotected

unmarried lady of middle age at being in>pu-
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'-\

clcntly robl)ccl. A central fi^^ure in them is

that of an engaging j^arfon, young in years

but old in villainy, wh(j remarked ' Ccstfait
!'

when I gave him a sovereign, having no

change, to pay for a glass of milk and a roll,

and when I expostulated pretended not to

understand and begged me to ' di^pcc/iery as

the train was going. I rather flatter myself

on my presence of mind on that occasion. I

did * di^pccher! but I took the sovereign with

me. Three times I sent that garfon back for

more change, and in the end he had to run

after the train to hand me the nineteen

francs through the window. I threw the

sovereign out to him, and I suppose it is my

duty to hope he got it ; but it fell among a

knot of disreputable-looking soldiers, and I

think it is not improbable that I was the

humble means of teaching one Italian waiter

a lesson. There were vineyards certainly,

and some pleasing old castles and cloisters,

the identical castles and cloisters that I re-

member copying in my drawing book in
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pencil at school— very nicely I used to shade

ihem. The reality was not (jiiite so [)ictiir-

('S(iue, perhaps, as my drawing, but I was

prepared for that, or would have been if I

had thought of it. Something must be

allowed for the imagination, and for my part

1 always take works of art with a pinch of

salt. There were officers, too, at the various

stations, just such Italian officers in cocked

hats, and swords, and long cloaks as one

reads of in novels, but, also judging from

novels, I expected more from them in the

way of impertinent advances than I saw. In

works of fiction lady travellers through Italy

are always subjected to stares and smiles, and

sometimes undesirable attentions from these

dark-eyed, much-moustached young men
;

hut that I now believe a literary artifice.

None that I saw seemed in the least auda-

cious. There was the blue Adriatic certainly,

dotted with three-cornered white sails, but

there was also a large young man with a red

tie and patent leather boots and a very dirty



13 VERNON'S A UNT

shirt collar aiul a f|iiaiuit\' of hlack curls, who

smoked sc\'(.'ii ciLTiirs as Ioiilt 'is knittiniT-

luuxllcs one alter the other in in\' iiniiietliate

vicinity the whole tiiiu; this body of wati^r

was in view. I le seemed \'er)' much

wrapped up in himself, and when I touched

him on the arm -I was ohli'^cd to—and said.

' Xou fiimarc—s i7 I'o/is />/ii'if'- '
I ol)j(;ct to

tobacco,' he mere!)' looked at me ab-ient-

mindedK' and shook his head. There is

nothini^^ like the kind ol tobacco smoked in

sc;cond-class Italian railway carriages to

interlere with one's appreciation of the

scenerv ; and I reuret to find few of m\'

sentiment i about the Adriatic worth putting

on record.

I don't know why I should ask an already

satiated juiblic to absorb further details of an

r>astern voyage by P. and (). It is not that

details are not available : my diary is full of

them. I kei)t a diary, and wrote it up every

evening after the stewards had cleared the

saloon dining tables, sitting opposite the

f
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Bishop and clipping in the same ink-pot. I

recorded my impressions of the Bishop under

these circumstances, and I still remember the

feeling of guilt with which I said ' After you,

please,' when our pens clashed over the ink-

pot, and 1 was in the midst of putting down

the fact that it was easy to see he was a

colonial Bishop by his calves. I could not

get over the idea that I was committing a sin,

though I have never been able to find a

precedent for it and am still uncertain.

There is no use, for instance, in telling

you what I thought of the lady who occupied

my cabin with me—a widow, going out to

India for the second time. I was really

curious to know what could take a widow out

to India, for the second time, especially after

I found out, without the smallest difficulty, that

she was not interested in missions. But she

never gave me a reason that I considered

satisfactory. Her widowy effects, in dress,

were very successful indeed, but she used to

wear a band of crape where other people

: I
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wore ribbon, coqiiettishly twisted in her hair

at the back, which I thought flippant. I

used to sit and walk and play Halnia a great

deal with this widow, and helped to a very

considerable extent to keep her out of mis-

chief. I used to talk to her about Him,

about his last days and his complications and

his insurances and his little peculiarities, com-

ing up and sitting beside her in her quiet

corner of the hurricane deck whenever it

began to grow dark and the second officer

was off his watch. When the second officer

was there first, I joined them and led the con-

versation into this channel until he went away.

He was a mere boy, and she—well, she was a

widow, and widows ought to be sustained and

consoled, but not encouraged, in my opinion.

I became acquainted with a number of

people— in fact, I made a point of knowing

everybody. It is quite possible to do it, if

one only uses a little tact, and makes up

one's mind not to be too easily repelled by

that insular stiffness which is so character-
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istic of English ))cm)|)1(; when they travel.

With the Bishop, for instance, I always in-

troduced the possibility of disestablishment

or the last distinguished convert to the

Church of Rome, or the wonderful way

Dissent has taken root in the colonies.

There were one or two colonels and their

wives on board who had a military way of

looking through their eye-glasses, which

made them more difficult of ap[)roach than

the other people, and with them I was

obliged to use a great deal of discretion in

selecting proper subjects for conversation.

They really did look very warlike even in

llcmnels and yellow shoes, so I began by

asking them, as they stood yawning at one

another behind the smoking-cabin, if they had

kept any account of the number of savages

they had killed in battle. It didn't seem

that they had ; in fact, it presently appeared,

greatly to my approbation, that they had

become colonels without having gone to war

at all. I had never before realised that this
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u.is possible, and I congratulated them very

warmly. I said that I wished all colonels

and other military officers could say as

much, but I feared there were few with

records like theirs. I really felt my enthu-

siasm, but it seemed to fail to move them.

So I changed the subject to military balls

and the expenses of mess, and told them

how I sympathised with the unfortunate

subalterns who had to contribute. That, I

remember, was the successful note with them.

They looked at each other reproachfully

and said it was a shame that I should be

kept standing there, and immediately hurried

off in different directions to find my chair.

There was a young A. D.C. to somebody on

board, a nice looking boy with very pretty

mafiners. I used to adapt myself to him, too,

talking to him pleasantly about his duties

and proposing, whenever I found him half-

dozing in his chair, with his hat tilted over

his eyes, that we should have a game of deck

([Lioits together. These games of ours used
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v.to attract a great deal of attention among th

other young men, who would gather round

the bucket and applaud. Occasionally m\

partner would send a quoit straight at them.

He was a very playful fellow.

There is a great deal too much indolence

on board ship, and I used to try to stir

people up. I would invite them, one after

the other, to walk up and down the quarter-

deck with me. I succeeded with persever-

ance, but they were very apathetic. I used to

go cheerfully up to the Captain every morning

and ask him what the weather was likely to

be, and if it was probable that we should sec

any flying-fish before night. I wasn't really

very much interested either in the weather

or the flying-fish— Providence arranges these

things and not sea-captains—but it is only

considerate to talk to people about matters

with which they are likely to be familiar.

One of my acquaintances was a literary

man. I heard almost the first day I was

about again that we had a literary man on
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h )arcl, and I at once determined that no

power on earth should induce me to forego

the opportunity of speaking to him. He was

Mr. Henry Hammerard; I dare say you are

as familiar with the name as I was. I found

Mr. Hammerard in a remote corner of the

deck in a long chair, wrapped up to his eyes

ill rugs, and apparently asleep. A lemon and

a glass containing a little brandy and water

stood on the deck near him, and his right

hand hung inertly at his side. It was fat and

red and hairy, not the kind of hand I admire,

but I looked at it with due respect, for it was

a hand in the habit of wielding that which is

mightier than the sword. As I said, he was

ap[)arent'ly asleep, but I had already been

long enough on board the Oriental to learn

that one should never conclude that a person

is sleeping merely because his eyes are shut.

If I had gone on that principle, I should have

had no conversation at all upon the voyage.

I paused near him, but his eyes remained

Icluscd. I summoned up my courage and I

C3
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i.,,i

lii!

said, 'Mr. Hcimmerard !

' As I expected,

they opened at once. I had decided on

my opeij^ng sentence in the cabin as I was

doing my hair.

'Mr. Hammerard,' I said, 'though j)er-

sonally unknown to you, I have felt that I

must take the opportunity of telh'ng you how

much I admire your—your reputation.'

I coukl not properly say his books,

because for the time being I was unable to

remember the names of any of them. After

all, it was quite proper, and not in the least

familiar, to admire a gentleman's reputation.

I was particularly anxious to avoid the

appearance of any familiarity. Mr. Hammer-

ard looked gratified, and his features relaxed

into a faint smile. ' You are vx'ry good,' he

said, 'you will excuse my—my not getting

up,' and he closed his eyes again.

' Please don't mention it,' I begged him.

' I know what it is. One is not quite sure

whether it is the roll or the pitch or the

shaking of the screw or the smell of dinner,
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I)iit it is ([uite j)ossiblc to conquer it. I have

C()n([uerecl it. Walking about is the best

thing, and wilh'ng. Come now, don't you

think you could walk about a little ?
'

'Oh thanks, I have con(|uered it,' Mr.

llaiiimerard replied hastily. 'I— 1 am

thinking of going down to luncheon.'

' I don't think you have,' 1 returned
;

' you look as if you might have a relapse.

'\\'\ willing. Is your will as strong as your

other mental parts, Mr. Hammerard ?'

' Yes, I believe so—no—really madam, I

cannot possibly tell.'

' This would be an excellent test, and the

result would be interesting not only to your-

s(;ir but to the world,' I suggested. ' Fix

vour willinii^ faculties on an intention to be,

in ten minutes, perfectly well.'

Mr. Hammerard did not reply. '
I have

no other mental parts which are likely to dis-

tinguish me,' I continued, ' but my own will

is a very strong one. I will assist you,' and

I looked at him fixedly, willing his immediate
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recovery with all my might. Presently he

broke the current, so to speak, by putting out

his hand for the brandy and water, and I felt

at liberty to resume the conversation.

' One meets literary people so seldom,' 1

said, * that it is a very great pleasure to talk

with them. It makes something to remember

afterwards,' I added, a little shyly.

'Yes?' replied Mr. Hammerard. He
seemed approaching a state of apathy, and

I determined to rouse him.

' Now, I have never read your books—our

book club does not happen to contain them

—

but if ever I do it will be with twice the

interest I otherwise should. Of course I

don't mean to say that they wouldn't be

extTemely interesting in any case, but— I'm

sure you must understand
'

' Oh, yes ! But I wouldn't advise you to

read them, madam. They're not books for

ladies.'

I rose from my seat immediately. There

are certain subjects upon which I feel strongly.
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aiicl one of them is the tendency of modern

tktion. I did my best to speak cahnly, but

my words trembled with indignation. ' Oh,

indeed ! Really ! Then of course I won't,

however much You need not advise me,

thank you. I suppose you belong to the j'eai-

istic school, Mr. Hammerard. You believe

in writing immoral novels to raise the tone of

public morality. I must say I do not agree

with you. And I quite understand why it is

that your works are not in our book club.

But I wish you had mentionc^d it before.'

'So do I,' said Mr. Hammerard, drawing

his rug up to his eyes as I turned to go. I

was very deeply annoyed and could not

possibly carry out my intention of asking him

how many hours a day he spent in literary

composition, and whether he wrote best in

the morning or afternoon, and if his mother

had had literary tastes, and what the recollec-

tions of his childhood were. One ought not

to wish to know these things about people

who write improper novels, and in the re-
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vulsion of my feelings Mr. HammcM'ard might

have been an anonymity for all I caretl

You may imagine my reh*(.'f when one of the

other passengers remarked to me later in th

day, ' I saw you talking to our distinguished

author this morning. Did you tackle him

about his books }'

I felt myself blushing. * Certainly not,' 1

said, perhaps a little haughtily.

'They ai'e rather dry,' continued the per-

son who knew. ' Chiefly Mongolian histories,

I believe ; and then that last little thing of

his in seven volumes—his " Handbook of the

Aryan Dynasties "—how can the travelling

public be expected to know anything about

that ?

'

I should have liked very much to apolo-

gise to Mr. Hammerard after that, especially

as I might have told him that an uncle of

my mother's wrote a book on his travels in

China, which I would have been very pleased

to lend him. I would have been glad to know

what he thought of literature as a pursuit for
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l.Hlics, too, and I had a manuscript with me
at the time which I might have o-<,t his opinion
"H. IJutwc had arrived at I^omhay and were
.'t the end of our voya,ge before another
opportunity i)resented itself.
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CHAPTKR 11

I MAY Jis well confess in the beginnini; that

Boinbiiy was a deep, keen, and bitter dis-

appointment to me. I cannot now say quite

what I expected, but it was something diffcir-

ent—quite different. To begin with, I natu-

rally looked for a coral strand—and there was

a stone es[)lanad(;. My imagination had pic-

tured a low sandy shore with a line of palm

trees against the sky—this I acknowledge to

be unreasonable—and I saw a mass of city

buildings picked out with the masts of ships.

Where I expected lordly temples I found a

University and a Yacht Club, and instead

of the dignified Brahmins, with flowing

white robes, who had walked in procession

through my dreams, I observed a large num-

ber of fat, intelligent-looking brown gende-

'i
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men buttoned up to their chins in tii^ht black

coats and trousers, vvc.'aring the only thing

ill millinery uglier than an Englishman's silk

hilt— conical in shape, paintc:d black and

\arnished, and set so far back on their heads

that it was a simple marvel how it stayed

on. The complication these g(MUlemen pre-

sented, when they wore wreaths of yellow

marigolds round their necks, spoke excellent

English, and carried gloves and uml)rellas,

was a shock to me. I had an expcri(Mice on

arriving, however, which temporarily blotted

out all my earlier Eastern im[)ressions, and

which I cannot refer to even now without

singular sensations. It is only at great ex-

pense to my feelings, and out of a desire to

withhold nothing, that I have induced my-

self to consent to include it in my narrative.

As I stepped off the steam launch with

my roll-up and my sun-umbrella and my two

small bags— I was the last to leave it—

a

gentleman wearing an anxious expression,

pale and narrow shouldered, with a stoop and
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sp(!Ct.'icl(^s, rushed up lo nu> so impetuously

as nearly to knock mv, o\-er into the \vat(T.

He scn'zed the roll-up and both the bags, and

before I had time to in([uire how he had

found out that I was coming—the Moffat

nos(! had undergone a climatic chanm-, but

I knew at once that it was my nephew—he

had im[)rinted a salute upon my cheek. It

was such a salute as a nephew might very

properly offer to an aunt, but the circum-

stances were extremely ])ublic, and I would

have drawn back if I could haxc done so

without ste|)|)ino: into the ocean.

'
I ani indexed pleased to see you !

' he re-

marked, with som(!what unnecessary ner-

vousnc;ss. 'To think of its being elex'en

years since 1 k:ft \()U in I'^ngland ! Mow
the tim« h\s gone !

'

'It has, indeed!' I responded, allowing

him to seize m\' arm and help me up the

steps.

' lUit you are just the same as ever!' he

continued. ' Do you fmd me much changed ?

'
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look as if you wanted beef tea and properly

nourishing food, and I intend to see that

you get it. It was thoughtful of you to come

to meet me=— I didn't expect you in the very

least ! I didn't even think you knew I was

coming !

'

* You didn't write,' he said reproachfully,

' but John did.'

'John always was interfering!' I had

never liked Vernon's brother John.

* And as I've been transferred to Bombay

it was the simplest thing in the world for me

to drive down to meet you. I was very

nearly late, though ; my memory is getting so

bad
!

'

' Your memory !

' I said with some aspe-

rity, for I never will put up with airs of that

sort in people ofmy nephew's age. * Rubbish !

you didn't take after our family in that re-

spect, but I've no doubt your memory is as

good as it ever was !

'

IVIy nephew looked at me attentively for
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a moment and sighed, ' They wrote me that

you were quite bett^^r
!

' he said.

' So I am—perfectly well. Those nervous

attacks of mine never last long.'

He did not answer, only looked at me

fixedly from behind his spectacles in a way

which made me feel uncomfortable. I had

not anticipated the slightest embarrassment

in meeting Vernon, but I began to experience

it.

' Well,' I said pleasantly, as we got into a

carriage driven by a black in ., red coat and

a white turban and bare feet, with another

one standing up and clinging on behind. ' I

expect we shall have to make accjuaintance

all over again, you and I.' I really felt that

it would be so.

' We were together so little—before,' he

replied, ' that I fear it may indeed be neces-

sary !

'

' Oh, I dare say it won't take long ! But I

don't know about our being together so little

in the old days ! Don't you remember
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jilways spending your vacations with mc ?

Dear me, I can hear you shimming through

the house as if it were yesterday !

'

Vernon again remained silent, but he took

off his spectacles and looked the other way

—

I fancied, to conceal his emlxirrassment. I

began to feel truly anxious Jibout my nephew.

* We are going to a hotel at present,' he

remarked. * I have engaged rooms there for

a month. I have my eye on a house at

Malabar Hill overlooking the harbour—a nice;

([uiet situation,' and as we drove to the hotel

I avoided reminiscences of all kinds, and

(juestioned him entirely about the public

buildings and the blacks.

' Do you not remember ever to have seen

it before ?
' he asked me earnestly.

' In [)ictures you mean ! No, nothing

really like it. Except, of course, the photo-

graphs you sent home when you first came

out
!

'

He sicrhed ai^aln. ' Well, I'm sure it's .i

comfort that you know me !

' he said, and once
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more relapsed into silence. My nephew

had become much less entertaining than

formerly, but I did not like to say so. It

might be due to illness. We arrived at the

hotel, which had a wide verandah and shops

all round below, and Vernon took me upstairs

to the rooms he had engaged. The place

was teeming with blacks, and I met one

coming out of my bedroom with an armful of

pillows. I immediately went back to the

sitting-room and informed Vernon.

' What business has he in there ?
' I de-

manded. * Send him away, please, and ring

for the housemaid.'

Vernon looked at me sternly.

'I'm afraid this is an affectation,' he said.

'You must know there are no housemaids here.

That is Pedro, a very good Portuguese boy

indeed, and he will see to everything for you.

I will leave you now, as I am anxious to get

the mail. Tiffin is at two.' He then went

away and left me to my sensations. They

were singular—my nephew had turned out
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SO differently from what I expected. I

accounted for it to myself in various ways,

the most alarming of which was an idea

MET ONE COMING OUT OF MY HEDROOM.

which continued to haunt me, that he had

become a Mahomedan. If that proved to bti

the case, I determined to return to England

at once. Pedro was still in the bedroom,
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beating pillows and walking about flicking

the dust off the furniture with a cloth—

I

made up my mind that I would very soon

cure him of that trick—so to calm myself I

began to unpack a few things in the sitting-

room. Where Vernon had picked up those

imperative ways puzzled me more than any-

thing. I may as well say here that the

commanding manner in other people is

something I am not accustomed to. I found

my alpaca a good deal crushed, and was in

the act of shaking it out when I heard an

excited step at the door and a knock—one of

those knocks which give upon your nerves,

as the French say. I called out ' Come in !

'

and the door opened to disclose Vernon with

his hat on the side of his head, and every

mark of haste and demoralisation. He
carried an open letter in his hand, and

seemed disposed to hesitate upon the thres-

hold. But he was making a draught, so I told

him to come in at once and shut the door.

' What is the matter ? '

I asked ;
' are you

D 2
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in any difficulty ? If so. as I used to tell

you when you were a good deal younger

than you are now, it is much better to speak

out and have done with it.'

Vernon wiped the perspiration from his

brow, and did as he was told. ' I am indeed

in a difficulty,' he said, looking from me to

the letter and back again to me.

The solution of the mystery flashed upon

me in the twentieth part of a second. My
nephew had a wife, whose existence he was

anxious to conceal, and who now objected to

my coming out to keep house for him !

' Vernon !

' said I sternly, ' tell the truth

at once ! Have you been getting married '^
'

'Oh Lord!' said my nephew, leaning

back on the sofa and covering the bald spot

on the back of his head with his hand. I

could see that behind his spectacles his eyes

were very wild. He paused for a moment,

looked at me steadily, and then seemed to

collect himself ' In any case,' he said, ' the

best plan will be to rehearse it to you from
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the beginning. If I am right, it may help

your memory ; if I am wrong, it can do no

harm.'

' No riddles or conundrums, please,' I

replied— ' the simple truth.'

'OH lord!' said my nephlw.

' Eleven years ago I married,' said

Vernon, watching me steadily, 'a lady older

than myself, by the name of White. She

was not prepossessing, but -she had singular



VEJ^NON'S AUNT 39

intelligence. I expected when I married her

that she would relieve me of a great deal of

the burden of my official reports.'

* You never could spell
!

' I interrupted.

' But go on. I am still prepared to assist you

in that direction.'

* Sii/l prepared,' he repeated anxiously.

' Are you beginning to remember }
'

Vernon had certainly been too long in

the country. ' I remember more than you

give me credit for,' I replied tersely. ' Go on !
'

' Unfortunately, three months after our

marriage my wife exposed herself impru-

dently, and had a sunstroke. It made her

perfectly useless to give any assistance in my

official labours, and it developed in her a

curious dislike to me. She grew worse and

worse, and finally her mind became com-

pletely unhinged and she lost her memory.

Under these trying circumstances, I took her

home to England and left her there. She

has recently written to me that she wished to

come out again, and as my relatives have
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been reporting her as com[)letcly restored,

and my official work has lately much

increased, I was induced to give my consent.

And I was expecting her by the steamer

that brought you !

'

' I don't wonder at your embarrassment at

meeting me instead. It grows clear to me

now ! Your expecting me was but a [)re-

tence, invented at the spur of the moment !

I hieiu John hadn't written ! Yet I thought

1 had brought you up to speak the truth, my

boy!
'

' If you interrupt me again, madam, I

shall go raving mad.'

I closed my lips firmly, and bowed. My
nephew was evidently unwell, and I deter-

mined to control myself—:it least, until he

should be better.

' I have just received by the mail which

brought you, this letter, and in it John says :

" I am sorry to inform you that your wife has

had a bad turn at the last moment, and that

all the good effects of absence from you in a

'\
I
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noii-ofiicial atniosphcTC seem to be undone.

She is perfectly sensible Jibout other things,

but she has again fallen a victim to her

former antipathy to you personally and to

curious aberrations of memory, and at the

present writing nothing will induce her to

start. Her boxes are all packed and her

bonnet actually on. The cab is at the door

to take her to the station, and it is quite

possible that she may change her mind at

the last moment and go ; but I write just in

time to catch the mail to explain to you how

matters stand, so that you need not be

unnecessarily anxious should she fail to

appear."
'

As my nephew read, I began to feel a

certain amount of sympathy for him. His

position was really an unfortunate one. His

deceitful conduct had brought its own punish-

ment, and I determined not to be hard upon

him.

' I can only say,' I replied, ' that it ought

to be a warning to you against allowing any
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official consideration to enter into your choice

of a partner for life, though I am afraid the

warning will be more useful now to other

people. But as things are, it seems to me

that it is just as well for )ou that it is I who

came by the steamer, and not your wife.'

My nephew groaned. ' I used to have

the same difficulty in convincing you before,'

he sa! ^ unhappily. * Unfortunate woman,

you are my wife.'

I saw that his mind had given way to the

climate, and my own madness in coming out

to a nephew who had lived eleven years in

India, without first ascertaining his continued

sanity, flashed upon me. But it was a trying

moment, and the only thing I could think of

to say was that I could not possibly be his

wife, since ! was his aunt. Vernon stared at

me helplessly. ' You used to say you were

my grandmother—there is no reason why

you should not now say you are my aunt.'

All at once a suspicion of the terrible

truth came upon me. I am not a fainting
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character, but I must own to a certain dizzi-

ness as I looked for Vernon's mole—a prom-

inent particular excrescence above his left eye-

brow, which had somehow never occurred to

me before.

' It is not there !

' I exclaimed, and covered

my face with my hands. I was, at that

moment, nearer to the borders of hysteria

than I have ever been before or since.

' What is not there }

'

' Your mole—the mole on my nephew's

forehead. You cannot be he ?
'

' I wish there were as much reason to

believe that you cannot be she,' he returned

with apathy. '
.1 have no mole. I never had

any mole. But it is like you to say I had

one. You used to declare that I squinted,

and wore a wig !

*

At these words the situation dawned upon

me in all its unconventionality, if that is not

too strong a term, and I received an impres-

sion of the possible consequences of wanting

to surprise people that has never left me.
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Without saying anything, I rose to my feet

and began repacking my boxes. I felt that

I would rather write my explanation, and re-

ceive his apology in the same way. I would

repack, and quietly go downstairs and ask

the hotel clerk for other rooms. To my
horror the gentleman who was not my nephew

rose to his feet also, and locked the door,

putting the key in his pocket.

* Sir,' I said, * you may as well understand

at once that I am not your demented wife

—

poor creature! I, also, have been the victim

of a mistake. I took you for my nephew,

whom I have not seen for eleven years and

whom I have come out to visit. ]\Iy name is

Lavinia Moffat. I have no desire, however,

to know what yours is. I only ask that you

lea\'e this apartment immediately— it is no

place for you under the circumstances.'

He looked at me undecidedly, but he did

not move. ' I hope devoutly that what you

say may be true,' he remarked, ' but you see

my position. You are extremely like my
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wife— Mrs. James W. Jamieson— in feature,

and you behave precisely as I should c;.\|)('ct

•^
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her to do under a return of her old malady.

In which case, it is my bounden duty to see
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that you remain here and come to no harm.

Besides, if I allow you your liberty now, who

knows what your disordered imagination may

express regarding me personally ?

'

He replaced the letter in his pocket,

crossed his hands on the top of his stick, and

looked at me fixedly. We had both become

calmer.

* I myself am convinced that you are the

lady I married,' said Mr. James W. Jamieson.

' It is for you to uproot that conviction.*

' I assure you that before stepping ashore

I never laid eyes on you !

' I exclaimed. The

circumstances did not permit the choice of

elegant forms of speech.

He only looked incredulous.

I spread out my two hands before him.

' Where is my wedding-ring ?
' I cried.

' You might easily have thrown it into the

ocean,' said Mr. Jamieson.

• I don't know anyone in Bombay '

i ' You never did.'

' Sir, ifyou do not at once unlock that door
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and permit me—Lavinia Moffat, of Little-

Hampton, Sussex—to go downstairs and find

out when the first train goes to Rajabad,

North-West Provinces, I will put my head out

of the window and call aloud that I am being

forcibly detained here by James W. Jamieson,

who insults me by the statement that I have

been married to him for eleven years. Here

is my handkerchief,' I added, with an inspira-

tion, ' you can see it is marked " L. M."
'

He waved the handkerchief aside. ' That

might be anything,' he said, looking at the

monogram, but he appeared to meditate.

' I would not put my head out of the

window, if I were you,' he said. ' It would

be so very public'

' That is what I want it to be,' I replied,

with some heat, for I was beginning to lose

patience.

' You mentioned Littlehampton, Sussex,*

said Mr. Jamieson slowly. * Can you tell

me the name of the High Sheriff of

Sussex ?

'
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' Mr. Shoreley Shore
!

' I replied

promptly.

' Right. Can you mention any three of

the leading county families ?
'

' A dozen, if you like. The Tyke-

Symonds, the Belshammers, Sir Jacob Ezra,

those Americans who have taken Lord

Lambley's place
'

'That will do. How does Littlehampton

lie with reference to the railways and what

are its chief features ?
'

' Five miles from the station. The main

street is crooked at one end, and divides into

two at the other to embrace the market-

place. Its chief features are the church, the

vicarage, Holly Cottage— my own house

—

Mrs. Dodd's shop for fancy goods and post

office combined, Jenkins and Carters', the

drapers' shop
'

* Thank you. Can you tell me the name

of the leading doctor ?

'

* Jobson.*

' Jobson—yes, quite correct. I once
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spent several weeks in Littlehampton,

madam, and, although I fail to remember

Mrs. Dodd or the draper, I find that in other

respects your account of the place is entirely

accurate. My wife has never visited the

locality. I therefore withdraw my statement

that you are Mrs. Jamieson. I feel that I

ought to offer you some reparation for the

inconvenience I have caused you
'

* You might unlock the door and go,' I

suggested.

* But you see how it was. On the

whole, I am relieved to find that I am

wrong,' said Mr. Jamieson, looking at me

earnestly. ' Things might have been worse

—much worse,' he went on, somewhat am-

biguously, * but the resemblance is very

striking. However, your acquaintance with

Littlehampton is conclusive. I apologise, I

am sure. And if there is anything I can

do to make your stay in Bombay more inter-

esting, I hope you will command me.'

* I have already commanded you, sir, to

£
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render me the only service in your power,'

said I—rather finely I think, considering the

state of my feelings.

^:-..,

-̂»;

<^"*5»i

I POINTED TO THE DOOR.

And that is-

I pointed to the door, and Mr. Jamieson

seemed to realise that I wished to be alone.
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He picked up his hat, and offered me the

hand which he had chamed me with havintr

accepted eleven years before. But I was

putting my head out of the window.

* I will then say good-morning, madam,'

INDIAN gjgj^ TLLEGRAHH5
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he said ;

* I hope there is no ill-feeling. It

is by the merest accident, after all, that you

are not Mrs. Jamieson. Perhaps we had

better not speak of this. I should not like

it to get about in—ah—official circles.'

£a



5a VERNON'S AUNT

< Hi—you!' I shouted down into the

street, iuid in an instant I was alone with my

emotions.

Two hours later I despatched the accom-

panying telegram to Vernon Hawkins.
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CHAPTER III

My journey to Rajabad was not in any way

remarkable, except for the time it took. It

took an enormous amount of time—two days

—to a very short distance on the map. This

had its advantages ; one had so many more

favourable opportunities for observation than

are to be obtained in an ordinary English

train, that seems to be despatched for the

mere purpose of getting from one place to

another. As we passed through the country

I could look out of the window and see the

whole of rural India slowly gyrating round a

palm tree on the horizon. I could examine

the architectural details of the small temples

made of mud and whitewashed, with an in-

ferior kind of decoration, apparently in pink

or yellow sugar, round the base of their domes,



V

BIT

It'

54 VKRNONS AUNT

that cropped up out of the ground hen; and

th(*rc as wc vvc;nt by. I could count th(! tail

feathers of the bluejays that sat on the tele-

graj)h lines, and observe the curious configura-

tion of the humped Indian cows that tried in

vain to induce us to keep up with them. I

was enabled to make a fair estimate of the

jjopulation of the innumerabk? little villages

we passed, odds and ends of brown thatched

huts up to their ears in green millet and

yellow wheat, and I usually counted three

old women, five babies, four goats, and two

pariah dogs. When we stopped we stopped

at small whitewashed stations with strange;

names staring through the sunlight in black

painted letters, and the platform was full of

native people in the most original clothes

of the most variegated colours, all talking

together and running in every direction at

once. I never saw such excitement or such

patterns. Stripes were the most popular

—

purple and yellow, green and yellow, black

and yellow—and I saw satin coats without
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sleeves embroidered in gold, in connection

with the most dirty and disreputable white

cotton neth('r jj^arments of (extremely peculiar

cut. The crowd consisted almost altog(ith(;r

of men, and amongst them I noticed some

wearincf turbans like beer-kee^s, and lonij

beards, while others were less dignified but

more jaunty in little round embroidered caps

that would make lovely work-baskets with a

bit of silesia to stiffen them and a handle and

a bow at one side, and moustaches. But

whether it was cap or turban, beard or

moustache, the head that wore it was vvagging

as if nothing would ever stop it, in the course

of a conversation addressed to nobody in

particular and about nothing that I could find

out, for the train moved on after perhaps

three people had come aboard as a rule,

leaving the rest of the multitude still running

round and calling each other names. Not

that there was not abundance of time for

everybody to get comfortably into the

carriages. In the interval between our
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arrival and our departure they might have

taken tickets for anywhere with explanations

all along the route, they might have for-

I
gotten something and gone home to fetch it,

they might have bidden farewell to evcTy

relative they had on earth six times over.

There was really no occasion for hurry.

After the train had lain stretching and yawn-

ing in the sun beside the station for a while,

a bell rang, and the babel immediately grew

louder and more undecided than ever. Time

went on, and as soon as w(* had well for-

gotten the first bell, another rang, and the

babel became a turmoil. In the midst of it a

fat man with a coat that had once been white,

and a complexion to match, with buttons,

and an air of authority, would issue forth

from the telegraph office or the refreshment

room and walk up and down the platform

to ascertain, apparently, whether the train

had sufficiently recovered from its fatigue to

proceed further. Then the three passengers

who had seated themselves would make
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up their minds to change their carriages, and

the multitude would unite in helping them

out with their bacrsand bundles. At this, the

fat gentleman in buttons would become very

angry, and it would suddenly appear that we

were in a tremendous hurry, and the three

passengers would be hustled into the carriage

of their final selection without ceremony and

the door shut tight upon them. Then the

gentleman in buttons would once more pro-

menade authoritatively up and down, wave

his hand at the engine, and light a cigar as we

crawled away from him. After which, if we

were not obliged to go back for anything, we

usually rushed along at the rate of at least

fifteen miles an hour until we came to th(!

next station on the time table. It was not

always entirely heathen and unpronounceable

;

sometimes it was a place one knew the name

of, like Ahmedabad or Ajmere, and then the

vari-coloured native crowd on the platform

would be interspersed with a very few Eng-

lish people, pale-faced ladies of my own age
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in sailor hats and cotton blouses and serge

skirts— it is extraordinary the temerity with

which women over forty in India will wear

sailor hats and cotton blouses—a man or two

in riding things, and a soldier in uniform,

perhaps, leading a vicious-looking white bull-

dog by a string. I did not find any of these

people conversational when they happened

to get into my carriage. I could get them to

tell me nothing about India. One lady did not

even know the population of the North-West

Provinces or the meanings of the marks on

the people's foreheads. I asked her if the

upper classes were not cultured and educated,

and she said she supposed so ; but she ad-

mitted that she never invited any natives to

her house. When I pressed her for the

reason she said—somewhat weakly, I thought

—that her husband would.. 't allow her to have

anything to do with them ; and when I re-

marked that he was probably prejudiced, she

said no, that he was exactly like everybody

else's husband. And when three very
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respectfibk^-looking Indian gentlemen got into

the carriage, she left it and went into \.\\v.

ladies' compartment, where there were alread\

four other women, an ayah, and two babies.

To my disappointment, none of the

Indian gentlemen spoke English. Such an

opportunity for acquiring information about

the country as was presented then never

reoccurred — that is to say, if they had spoken

English. But they could only bow and

smile in answer to my inquiries, and this

they did with great unanimity, as if I had

s[)oken to them all at once. It was a great

pity, there were so many things I should

have liked to discuss with them— child mar-

riage, the Hindoo widow question, and the

opium trade, for instance ; but there was no

helping it. I had to be content with the

bows and the smiles. They were so very

polite that I confess I felt a little annoyed

when, after buying some sticky brown pan-

cakes from a man who carried them about

on a flat wicker tray, they pinned a sheet
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across a corner of the carriage and got

behind it to eat them, as I have reason to

believe that it v^as done solely on my |

account. I had not the slightest desire to

interfere with them in any way, and it would

have been an innocent pleasure, surely, to

see three Indian gentlemen at a meal. But

they did not seem to wish it, and, with every

desire to treat these people as friends and

equals, I simply fumed on the other side of

that sheet.

Talking of meals, I ought not to omit

that special advantage of railway travelling

in India—one is allowed a reasonable time

to order them, to eat them, and to pay for

them. They seemed to me to occur about

every half-hour during the day—tea and

toast to begin with, then breakfast, then

luncheon, in the middle of the afternoon a

cup of tea, and then dinner at any time

between seven and nine that a big station

happened to be convenient. It was quite

sociable and pleasant ; the train rolled into
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the station, and we all trooped out past the

rose bushes of the station-house garden, and

the stalls where they sold cheap novels or

carved wood or brass bowls or pt:acock

feather fans, to the refreshment room, where

the table always had flowers on it and the

native waiters wer* inordinately grateful for

twopence. The eastern salaam is very beau-

tiful, and for a time I thought the feeling of

gracious superiority it imparted cheap at

twopence. Later, I concluded that one could

spend one's entire income just as easily in

twopences as in any other way, and that a

billionaire could do it in the course of a brief

journey through India without exhausting

the supply of salaams available. Humility is

cheap enough in the Oriental individual, but

in the aggregate it has to be taken seriously.

I discovered just before arriving at Raja-

bad, however, that things are not always

what they seem in Indian railway restaurants.

If I had known what I found out at Jimini-

pore, I would have supported existence the
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whole way from Bombay on oatmetal biscuits

and soda-water varied by a little quinine.

We had stopped at Jiminipore, and I was

conversing with a young man who seemed

more communicative than the usual Anglo-

Indian. Later on it appeared that he was a

traveller for a Calcutta jewellery- firm, but

that, of course, did not affect his value as a

source of information, while it made him, I

sup[)ose, even more respectful in his manner

than he would otherwise have been. He had

been complaining a good deal about being

obliged to live in India, saying, among other

reckless things, that he would give a year of

his present existence for a week in Bays-

water or Putney, and I had been rebuking

him to the best of my ability. Nothing is

more annoying in India than the persistence

with which people lament their fate in living

there, and shut their eyes to the blessings,

not to say the luxuries, which they enjoy. I

had been speaking very plainly to this young

man.
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* You certainly cannot complain of your

food,' I remarked, as we began dinner.

' Better soup than this I have never tasted in

my own house in England.'

' Oh, it tastes all right,' responded the

young man, ' and I dare say it doesn't kill

many people before they get used to it.'

Instinctively I lowered the s[)0()nful at

my lips. 'What is the matter with it.'^' I

demanded.

' Oh, I guess it would be all right if it

weren't for the baccilly.'

' Baccilli
!

' said I, replacing my spoonful.

'That's what I said, madam —baccilly.

If you just look at it you'll find it's swarming

with baccilly, though most of them are dead,

having been boiled—and there's any amount

of invisible ones.'

'Then why do you eat it?' I inquired,

allowing the waiter to take away my plate.

' I've been vaccinated,' he replied, oracu-

larly. ' There isn't any kind of baccilly that

can hurt me. Government will do it for you,
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madam, if you apply, but it's very uncom-

fortable while it's takin'.*

I did not notice until I had finished my

fish, which was particularly nice, that he had

refused it.

• You don't seem to care for fish,' I

remarked.

• No,' he said, but his manner excited my

suspicions.

• Would you mind telling me why ?
'

• I'd rather not, madam. You have just

been assisted to fish. I'd rather you didn't

ask me '

• But I insist on knowing.'

'Well, madam, all I can say is, don't

blame me. The fact is, I don't mind bacilly

in any form, but I can't stand dead Hindoo.'

' Dead Hindoo I
'

*Yes, madam, dead and in the sacred

river till they're gamey enough for this par-

ticular kind of fish to really enjoy. I draw

the line there.'

I might have told that Calcutta commercial
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traveller that if he had given me this informa-

tion earlier, he would have been remembered

in my will. As it was, I kept silence.

There was absolutely nothing to be done.

* I t/iink you'll find this all right, madam,'

the young man said, helping himself to mut-

ton, ' but I wouldn't recommend the beans.

They say they turn 'em that nice green colour

with arsenic'

I took some mutton, but failed to enjoy

it. Nothing could obliterate the memory of

the fish. When the next course! came I de-

cided of my own accord that no one could

possibly know what had gone into it, and re-

frained ; but there was a simple rice pudding,

and I helped myself plentifully.

* There cant be any harm in this,' I said

to the young man, who was eating plum tart

instead.

* Glad you think so, madam,' said he.

* In this country we believe that rice puddings

spell germs, which is only a scientific term

for bacilly.*

. ''I
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• They come from the cow that supplies

the milk; he went on, seeing me look

startled.
'

I don't want to spoil your appetite,

madam, but 1 ought to tell you that the cows

in this country are literally full of germs
'

I don't know what facts I might have

elicited from him about the cheese and the

dessert, but at this point I paid my bill and

went back to my seat. He seemed to be a

well-informed young man, but I was not

entirely sorry when I saw him get into the

smoking carriage after dinner. He was

really rather vulgar, and I have never since

felt any confidence in addressing young men

in railway restaurants whom I have reason to

suspect of being in the jewellery line.

In the course of time and before the

beginning of eternity we arrived at Rajabad.

I need not have been so cautious about get-

ting out of the carriage and looking well

about me, and determining not to so much

as shake hands with any gentleman before

demanding to see my telegram and the mole
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on his forehead—my nephew was not there.

Not a person with a white skin was to be

seen anywhere, and I walked up and down

the platform three times, with an eye on all

points of the com[)ass. So far as I could

observe, Rajabad was a small station-house

and a name, with two water-carriers and five

coolies, every individual one of whom was

sitting upon my lugg^ige with a view to

establishing the fact that he had brought it

out of the carriage. Around the station-

house stretched an expanse of sun-lit deso-

lation with two or three roads struggling

through it in various directions, and here and

there a patch of jungh; or a peepul tree.

Knowing, as I did, that I was in India, ni)-

feeling was that I would not venture off the

platform alone for anything the world could

give me—and it would obviously be necessary

to get to a town of some sort before night,

for Rajabad offered no accommodation to a

maiden lady from England but a dusty bench

and a telegraph office. The telegraph office

F 2
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suggested somebody who ccjuld s|)eak T'liglish,

and I opened the door and went in. The

room was dark and silent, and upon two

chairs a young native clerk slept peacefully.

SITTING UPON MY LUGGAGE.

The train having come and gone, his work

for the day was probably accomplished. I

would have had no hesitation in waking

him, but he was a particularly plump young
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native clerk, and he had preposterously little

on. Ikisides, there seemed to be no a\ailal)l(!

means of arousing him except l)y pinching

him ; and I beg you to picture the insuper-

able difficulty of pinching an unconscious

young Indian gentleman in such undeniable

di'skabilid felt by a maiden lady from England

travelling alone, and unable to depend upon

his knowing her language. I determined to

wait with what [)atience I had left until he

should wake up of his own accord, and

walked out on the |)latform again, feeling

excessively annoyed at my ne])hew. In the

first place, he had allowed himself to be per-

sonated by a would-be bigamist, and in the

second he had abandoned his only living

female relative to the wild beasts of India

without any other protection than a sun-

umbrella. It was excessively unfeeling.

Suddenly my attention was attracted by

a dark spot in the distance upon the road. It

was moving, moving rapidly, in the direction

ot the station. As it came nearer it looked
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like an animated barn, and it had ai)proached

within a quarter of a mile before I could be

certain that it belonged to the animal king-

dom. Then in the twinkling of an eye my
worst fears were realised. I saw that the

creature had four large unwieldy legs, two

great Happing ears, and a trunk—that it was,

in a word, an elephant, and that it was travel-

ling toward me with a momentum of which I

never thought an elephant capable. As I

look back my Oriental experiences seem to

crystallise in.o the awful moment when I

awaited the onslaught of that formidable

beast. Two alternatives presented them-

selves to me, either to lly for shelter into

the telegraph office, or to open m/ sun-

umbrella in the face of the advancing animal

with a view to impartinnf some of mv own

terror to him, but . was incapable of doing

either— I was frozen to the spot. My whole

life did not pass in review before me, as

is customary upon such occasions. I was

entirely occupied in speculating as to the
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precise arc I should describe in the air when
the elephant picked me up with his ;

- k.

I believe I was under the impression that he
would toss me over his head and then sit on
me. Above all and over all, I was conscious
of a boiling wrath with my nephew Vernon
Hugo Hawkins, who must. I concluded in-

stantanecjusly, have wished to deceive me for

some nefarious end when he said that he
lived at Rajabad.

And the elephant, absorbing more and
more of the j)erspective. steadily advanced.
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CHAPTER IV

An instant later I observed that the animal

was being ridden by a man who sat just

behind its ears, and that it was not, so to

speak, all elephant, but consisted partly of

an erection, presumably dissociable, on its

back. I his somehow gave me courage to

shriek. I shrieked violently, and turning,

almost ran into the arms of my preserver, a

Mahomedan gentleman in a green cap,

spectacles, and whiskers. I have never

before realised the force of the adage that

truth is stranger than fiction
; but I ask you

if anything could ha\'e been more remarkable

than that I— Lavinia Moffat, of Littlehamp-

ton, Sussex—should find myself on a desolate

railway platform in the middle of Northern
India, defended against an oncoming elephant
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by a Mahomedan gentleman in a green

cap, spectacles, and whiskers ? Me did not

come from anywhere, he simi)ly ap[)eared,

INTO THK ARMS OF MV I'RKSKKVKK.

I

and I was too deeply gratified to see him to

ask him for an account of himself

The Mahomedan gentleman, when he

had recovered from the shock of our con-
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cussion, salaamed. I fear he thought the

bow with which I returned his salutation very

abrupt, but there was no time for idle cere-

mony.

'Are you aware, sir,' said I, 'that there

is an elephant approaching, and that the

telegraph operator is asleep }
'

'Oyessir! He is always issleeping, that

offiss baboo
! But if the elephant brines a

telegram, then he will awake.'

At this moment the elephant's trunk [)re-

ceded him round the corner of the station-

house, and I involuntarily got behind my jjre-

server, who instantly faced round with a

reassuring smile.

'Bono/ be afraid! It is no/ alarming!

If there was danger I would not myself stand

here in this place ! It is not a wild elei)han',

it is not mnsth:'' It is domesticated by the

hand of man! Oyessir!—yess, madam!
Also, you may rely upon me, madam. I will

defend you !

'

' Mad.
81!



VERNON'S AUNT 75

\

I looked the Mahomcdan gcntlcinan in \\\v.

face. It was a face full of amiability, of sin-

cerity, and at that moment of devotion to me.

' I believe vou will,' I said. '
I believer I

may trust you !

' and I gave him my hand.

He took it with some embarrassment, but

shook it warmly. The ele[)hant by this time

had come up to within ten yards of us, and

was standing, like a church, beside the end of

the platform. I privately determined that

so long as he did not attempt to come upon

the platform I would control myseli. The

Mahomedan gentleman made a step or two

in the direction of the animal, but I detained

him.

'
I would rather,' I said, ' you did not

leave me !

' His face at once lighted up with

pridt; and happiness.

*
I do not go,' he re|)li(!d. '

1 think it

is the elephan' of Mr. Ockinis, but I do

not go! I remain forever— till six o'clock!

— if I can be of use to mada?^'. !

' and the

expressive glance with which he accom-
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paiiicd these words made inc fc-cl that I

already had one attached friend in huh'a. I

was about to niurniur my thanks when a

native, who had descended from the box

on the back of the elephant, came running

up to where we stood. He salaamed to us

both, but very deeply to me, and it was to

me that he spoke, though I assured him

several times that I did not understand Fiindu-

stani. He jabbered on and would not be

interrupted, for two or three minutes, when
he finished up by abruptly prostrating him-

self upon the |)latform and endeavouring to

j)ut my foot on his head, which struck me as an

unpleasant kind of liberty, though doubtless

well intentioned. 1 drew my feet back one

after the other, and assumed a commanding
manner which I have kept with me for years

as a provision against an emergency of this

sort. I was distinctly gratified to find a use

for it at last.

'Tell him to get uo at once,' I said to my
preserver, and in a moment the man was
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oil his feet explaiiiini^ hiinsclf, with great

\()lubilit\', to the; Mahoinedan j^entleman.

' \t is the elephan' of Mr, Ockinis, and

this is the servant of Mr. Ockinis
'

' Well,' I said, ' if this were a cixilised

PUT MV FOOT ON HIS II HAD.

country Mr. Ockinis's elephant would he put

in the pound. I would do it myself.'

' Mr. Ockinis has sent his elephan' f.)r his
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female rdativc. May I ask. madam, if you
arc the female relative of Mr. Ockinis ?'

\ put myself immediately upon my guard.
' l^V'male n'lative

' was vague. '

1 don't
I<now.' I said, 'I may l)(^ '-which has since
struck me as being rather neat from a diplo-

matic point of view.

The Mahomedan gentleman looked puz-
zled, as \ intended he should.

'Thiss man says Mr. Ockinis gave him
a letter for his female- relative, but the ele-

phan' has eaten it
!

'

' Preposterous!' said I.

* I also. I do not believe him.' rejoined
my preserver.

' He says the sahib is at

Nuddiwalla-that is from here ///teen miles.

He says he left Nuddivvalla yesterday at five

o'clock, to feed the elephan' and sleep at

Chotagurh. He wass giving the elephan'
the sugar cane, and he had the letter in his
hand. The elephan' took all-one second !—
it was eaten entirely

! He says he is a poor
man with seven children and two mother-in-

1
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laws. Myself, I think he was drunk at Chota-

gurh and lost the letter, and I think he has a

great cheeks to say this infernal lie.'

His language was startling, hut the

MahouK^dan gentleman spokc! quite calmly.

The truth Ix-gan to dawn upon me, hut before

allowing it to dawn entirely I decided to try

a little cross-e.xami nation. ' Ask him, please,'

said I, 'the name of the lady to whom the

letter was addressed.'

' He says itwas" Eemuffitty Miss-sahih"

—Miss Eemuffitty—the female relative of

Mr. Ockinis.'

I could think of nothing but an absurd

nursery rhyme for the moment, and I further

mystified the Mahomedan gentleman by

exclaiming, ' Lawks a mussy on us ! This

is none! of I
!

'

* My name is Moffat,' I continued, 'and

my nephew's name; is Hawkins—\'(!rnon

Hugo Hav/kins, of the Forest Departmc^nt.'

Certainlee—then it is alright ! Mr.

Ockinis is in camp at Nuddiwalla. He is a
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most nice ^^einlcman. Only yesterday I have
seen him/

I reflected. The mystery was clearing

up, but I would not allow it to clear too

rapid!). • Excuse me,' I said, ' but will you

kindly pronounce the name ** Hawkins " ?

'

' Oh, very well 1 know the name, madam
—Ockinis sahib—everyone in Rajabad will

know that name.'

' Mr. //^7i'kins,' I said again.

* Mr. y/ec^kinis,' repeated the Mahomedan
gentleman.

* No,' I said, ' you can't do it, but I see

what you mean. Now. will you kindly say

"Miss Moffat".?'

* Miss Eemuffitty,' he replied, looking so

hurt that I felt obliged to apologise.

* If you knew what I have gone through,'

I said, • on account of my identity, you would

understand my desire to take every precau-

tion,' and I paused. If I seem to have de-

liberated a great deal on the platform at

Rajabad, the reader will accept the same
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assurance that I gave to the Mahomedan

gentleman. It now appeared reasonably

clear that my nei)hew had changed his place

of residence, and, being prevented from

coming to meet me himself, had sent a ser-

vant and an elephant and a letter. The

servant and the elephant were before me,

but the most important link in the chain of

(evidence was missing, and it was not in

the nature of compensation to be told that

it had come also, but was insid(i the elephant.

As my preserver had assured me that this

animal was harmless, I walked a few steps

in his direction and looked at him. He

seemed to be thinking deeply, probably con-

sidering the contents of my nej)hew's com-

munication. As 1 approached he a[)peared

to wink, and, slowly picking u[) his trunk, he

twisted it above his back and blew a (juantity

of sand out of it over his person, which he

seemed to find refreshing. There was abso-

lutely nothing in his conduct, however, to

afford any clue to the situation, which I men-
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tally determined to accept. In the meantime

the Mahomedan gentleman had been talking

earnestly with the servant, and as I came up

again he made me a very low bow and pre-

sented me with his card. It was a gilt-

edged card, highly-glazed ; it smelt of scented

soap, and the name delicately traced on it

was * Abdul Karim Bux.'

' I am much honoured to make the ac-

quaintance of madam,' said he, as I accepted it.

'Well,' I responded, 'as the Americans

say, I'm sure I'm very pleased to meet you,

Mr. Bux
;
you have already been of very

great service—indeed I don't know what I

should hav.i done without you !

'

' Ah—to be of service to madam— it is

what I should most like of all the world.'

His manner was really empressi^. I could

not help thinking of all I had read about the

susceptibility of Orientals.

' Thank you very much indeed,' I replied.

' Can you tell me how to find the nearest

hotel ?

\
i

;L,
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* Wotel, no! In Rajabad there is no such

things. There is not in Rajabad even a

dak-bungalow !
' People is never stopping at

Rajabad. It is onlee native town—two miles

off. But madam can go to Nuddiwalla,

where is Mr. Ockinis
'

'Mr. Karim Bux,' said I, 'how can I

walk fifteen miles ? There seem to be no

conveyances for hire in this place. And then

there are my boxes !

'

' Convey-Awcfd, no ! The road is too bad,

simply. It will be to go through jungle and

to navigate isstreams—very watery isstreams.

Not even byle-gharry'' can go on thissy-

road. It is for thiss the elephan' is sent by

Mr. Ockinis to bring madam, and these

coolies for the boxes carrying.'

' Do you mean to tell me, Mr. Bux, that

my nephew expects me to ride that animal to

Nuddiwalla !

'

Mr. Bux smiled and threw his head back-

' Government rest-house for travellers.

'^ Ox-cart.

r. 2



84 VERNON'S AUNT

>v)

M-,,

iH

I.

ward and to one side with a gesture of re-

as-iu ranee.

' There will be no harm to madam !

The animal is quadruped, but will eat onlee

trees—that is all ! He will be exceeding

good steed for madam !

'

' You think so !' I replied, I fear somewhat

witheringly, sitting down on one of my boxes

to steady my nerves. ' You do not realise,

Mr. Bux, that I am an English lady who

never, even in the days of her remote infancy,

was mounted upon an elephant before. To be

at the mercy of that animal for fifteen miles

!

— I will not hear of it ! Suppose he buck-

jumps ! Nothing,' I went on with some vehe-

mence, ' can excuse my nephew's conduct.

His only aunt travels six thousand miles to

visit him, and she is met by two Hindoos and

an elephant. Do you call that proper, Mr.

Bux } You are a stranger to me, but I ask you

\(yoL would have treated a maiden relative in

this way ? It is—it is simply abominable!'

Mr. Bux joined his two hands together,
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as if to supplicate me not to blame him in the

niatter, and even in that moment of extreme

irritation I observed the grace of the Orien-

tal gesture. After my nephew's conduct, it

MR. fJUX JOINED HIS HANDS TOGETHER.

was like balm. It occurred to me that, after

all, I had no right to blame Mr. Bux.

' Mr. Ockinis is to-day in dovia klidna ^

' Ofificeroom.
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hearing cases, madam. That h(! should Ic^avc

Nuddiwalla it is impossible. I myself, I go
also to Nuddiwalla. If it is permitted by

madam, I walk besides the elephan' and so

it will be alright !

'

I grasped at the idea which immediately

expanded in my mind. ' Can the elephant

not carry two ?
' I demanded.

* Six—eight
!

'

* Then, Mr. Bux, you must ride. If you
will accompany me I will make the effort.

If not, here I sit until the next train starts

back to Bombay, and by that train I go.'

' If madam will permit, it will be too

honourable for me !

'

At that moment I observed that my
nephew's servant, without my permission, had
already sent off three of the coolies with

portions of my luggage. The man who
carried my leather box, with all my best things

m it, was already, it seemed to me, disappear-

ing in the distance. I at once sent Mr. Bux
to bring him back.

''^l"!.l|,U»JI,H»Pl«5!
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* These people may be trustworthy,' I re-

marked, in apology, as he returned, 'and they

may not, Mr. Bux. In any case, it is very

wrong to put temptation in their way.'

MY BEST BONNET.

1 unlocked the box and took out of it my

best bonnet, my new black silk, my brooch

with my Aunt Julia's hair in it, and a few

other odds and ends.

' I suppose there will be no objection to

my bringing these with me on the elephant,'
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I said, as I relocked the box ;

' and now, Mr.

Bux, I think we have wasted quite enough

time for one day. If that animal is to take

me to Nuddiwalla I suppose I must get on

his back. Is there a ladder about the

premises }
'

As I walked over to the elephant, with

greater unwillingness than I had ever

experienced in my life before, the man who

sat behind his ears suddenly shouted ' Bite !
'

I started back in the most horrible alarm, but

the animal merely collapsed, slowly and

ponderously, into himself, going down on one

knee after another, though I cannot under-

take to say which pair he began with.

' Mr. Bux,' I exclaimed, ' he told it to

dtte !
'

• Oyess, madam—that is native word ! It

will be meaning to sit down. The elephant

is now took seat.'

' Well,' I said, * he is a great deal too

high up still. Is there no ladder ?

'

* Ladder, no !

' Mr. Bux replied. Seeing
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my hesitation, the man on the elephant again

shouted to it, and the creature slowly rolled

over on its side so as to bring the howdah

I GOT UPON THE STOOL.

arrangement lower down. I was amazed at

its intelligence, but still more afraid to get in.

Suppose I should overbalance the elephant

!
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' Here iz, madam ! Wvxv. iz !'

It was the teltigraph clerk, with an office!

stool—exactly the thing for the emergency.

' Thanks,' I said, ' that is very good of you.

Now the question is,' I continued, as they

placed the stool beside the elephant, who

seemed to regard it out of the corner of his

eye, 'will he stand?' It would have been

more exact to say ' sit,' but I was not in the

mood for hair-sp'itting. They all seemed to

think he would, so I got upon the stool, and

Mr. Bux, vaulting lightly up from the other

side, handed me in. The howdah was

divided by a partition, and there was a seat

in each division. I got into the one in front,

and Mr. Bux very modestly sat down beside

the servant behind. I'hen the elephant pro-

ceeded to get up in the same deliberate

manner which he had used in sitting down.

It was trying; the angles at which one was

lurched about were so entirely unexpected,

but I remained calm ; and, thanks to my
presence of mind in putting my feet on my
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bonnet-box and holding on to the sides of tho

howdah with both hands, nothing happened

During the first twenty minutes of i\\v.

journey I was too intent upon trying to

understand the motion to pay very much

attention to the characteristics of the country.

One should always endeavour to adapt one's

self to one's surroundings, and I gave my

whole attention to the attempt to adapt

myself to the elephant. To a certain extent

I succeeded—that is to say, I gathered that

when he used the legs on one side of his body

I might expect to be thrown in this direction,

and when he used those on the other I might

expect to be thrown in that. Beyond this I

did not go, and I have nothing to contribute

to the theory of elephant-riding except that

it should never be undertaken when there is

any other way of going.

' Thiss elephan',' said Mr. Bux, in the

rear, ' it is verry nice elephan' to go—very

easy elephan'. Mr. Ockinis he has one

other elephan', very ^/jrcomfortable.'
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I restrained an exclamation. I did not

wish to hurt Mr. Bux's feelings by reflecting

upon anything peculiar to the country. S(3 I

said nothing.

' Madam like it }
' ventured Mr. Bux

again from the back seat. * I would be glad

if madam like it.'

* I may in time. There are many things

in your country to which one must become

accustomed, Mr. Bux.'

' Oyessir ! The country and the /tvple

too! All is strange to madam,' and Mr.

Bux laughed—somewhat self consciously, I

thought.

'
I have come to India prepared to take a

very deep interest in her people,' I said, as I

narrowly escaped being thrown over the

elephant's head. * The Orient has always

had a very great charm for me.'

Mr. Bux leaned forward eagerly. ' Yes-

sir, that is noble idea. And then, I 'ope,

madam will take a small interest in me

also ?

'
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' I will see about that, Mr. Bux,' I replied

cautiously. He was really going too far, even

for an impressionable Oriental, on so short

an acquaintance. I glanced at him a little

diffidently, and could not hel}) noticing that

his eyes were shining with emotion, behind

his s[)ectacles, and that he was nervously

pulling his whiskers with one small brown

hand, while his green silk cap was pushed

quite to one side. I felt a premonition that

I was on the eve of a remarkable experience,

and gazed dreamily out at the expanses of

wild and sunburnt country that seemed to

heave before me with the motion of the

elephant. ' Tell me something of yourself,'

I added, and then wondered if I had given

him too much encouragxmient. At that

moment my bonnet-box flew open, and with

some difficulty I shut it again. I had often

heard that in the crises of existence trifles

like these make an extraordinary impression,

and now I believe it.

Abdul Karim Bux beamed with pleasure.
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I could see him beaming, though I did not

look round.

' Of myself there is nothing what I could

enjoy more than telling madam every things.

I am failed B.A.'

' What kind of B. A.?'

' Failed B.A.—not succeeded B.A. In

this country B.A. is better than failed B.A.,

but failed B.A. it is also something. I regret,

madam, of the examiners I had one enemy.

He will not allow my English. I am also

Government servant in the Forest Depart-

ment. I was born eighteen hundred and

sixty, and I am in Government service now it

is six years.'

'That,' I reflected, 'makes him thirty-

three. Just eight years younger'—but I

would not permit myself to complete the

thought. After all, what was Abdul Karim

Bux to me ? I answered myself sternly—

a

heathen. His mere speaking English and

wearing spectacles could never remove this

barrier, I told myself.

rifti
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' And your family ?
' I said aloud.

' I think I have touched the heart of

madam ! My father, he is now gone very

old. My brothers, I have two fine chaps.

They are making their pile in bussiness, and

they are always wanting me to come with

them. But I am too loyal for that— I like

better the Government service. Madam is

the ant of Mr. Ockinis ? How lucky gentle-

man, to possess esteem of madam ! Madam's

intelligence has conquered my every affec-

tion !

'

'You may call me " Miss Moffat," Mr.

Bux,' said I, looking at him frankly. I

thought I might go as far as that.

* It will place us on a more agreeable

footing, and I'm sure I have had every reason

to be obliged to you, If you were not my

j)reserver, you might have been— I am sure

you would have been, if preservation had

been necessary. But beyond this I cannot

go to-day. I must have time, a great deal of

time, for reflection. The present situation is
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far, far too romantic ; and I am obliged to tell

you that unless I can accustom myself by the

exercise of will-power to the motion of this

animal pretty soon, I shall be obliged to get

off. So I beg you to say no more to-day.*

Mr. Bux folded both his hands in the

vicinity of his heart, and bowed. He looked

very, very happy, and for the next quarter of

an hour I tormented myself with the idea

that I had said too much.

It was a strange ride. The road was narrow

and stony, and on each side stretched away

either bare grassy plains or patches of low

jungle. The elephant took his time, and it

was two o clock before we got to Chotagurh,

where there was a dak-bungalow, and where

luncheon, by my nephew's order, was awaiting

me. I said grace over that luncheon in a

properly thankful spirit. Mr. Bux had

brought his with him, it seemed, and I did

not press him in the matter when he said he

preferred to take it on the verandah. After

Chotagurh we entered the forest, and I

k
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realised how iidventurous I had been in

starting. I was obh'ged to close my um-

brella ; three times my i)ith hat was knocked

MY PITH HAT WAS KNOCKED OFF.

off by overhanging branches ; and once I

became so entangled in a thorny vine that it

was necessary to sto}) the elephant to cut

n
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me loose. I have now a double sympathy

for all tropical (explorers— I Know what they

are obliged to put up with. Among my
other misfortunes I lost a spotted veil almost

new, which cost me one and ninepence at

Mrs. Dodd's, and a tortoise-shell comb

which I had had for fifteen years. Not that

I wish to throw blame on anybody connected

with the expedition. The man sitting on

the elephant's neck cut down everything he

could reach with an enormous knife which he

wore in his belt, and wiienever a branch was

too big for this he spoke to the elephant, who

simply curled his trunk round it and snapped

it off. Sometimes a tree stopped the way,

and I am not exaggerating when I say that

the man then gave a different order, and

the elephant bent the tree over with his

trunk and put his foot on it. I may say that

the man, the elephant, and Mr. Bux com-

bined their energies to render the trip an

agreeable one, and if they did not succeed it

was because tropical nature was too strong
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for them. My only real terror, however,

was when we were crossing the streams

of which Mr. Buy had warned me, and the

elephant's feet slipped about among the big

stones below the rushing water. It would

have been too dreadful to have come

thousands of miles by sea to meet shipwreck

in an Indian forest.

I suppose I ought to say something here

about the wonders of the tropics, but I am

not good at describing the beauties of

scenery. I had a cousin who wrote poetry,

but she died, and no other Moffat was

ever known to be sentimental. Besides,

it was a great deal more like any other forest

than you would expect—trees and thick

bushes and vines, and here and there a

cleared space. It was very silent, though,

and I was glad of Mr. Bux. But for the

thoughts he aroused I should have had

creepy sensations. I saw neither serpents nor

wild animals of any sort—nothing but little

yellow butterflies that fluttered along in front

II 2
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of US, and a bird that called and flew now and
then in the distance. Nevertheless, I despair

of making you comprehend the singularity of

the experience.

At about five o'clock we emerged upon
the road again, and a few scattered huts gave
an air of life to the surroundings. Mr. Bux,

since my command, had been talking of

impersonal matters. He now signified the

necessity of his alighting.

* In one mile, Miss Eemuffitty, you will

be arrived,' he said.

' But why not ride the rest of the way >
'

I asked.

* Mr. Ockinis—I do not know—Mr.
Ockinis may not like that I find favour with

Miss Eemuffitty. I think Mr. Ockinis may
be jealous that I have touch the heart of his

so intelligent ant ! I think it will be better

madam does not say she has isspoken to me.

In a few days, yes. But to-day, no !

'

I thought I understood his feelings.

' Very well, Mr. Bux,' I replied, '
I will not
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mention it. And—and you may write me

what you feel. I will at least keep it sacred.'

With this I shook hands with Mr. Bux, and

he scrambled down. A quarter of an hour

later we approached a wide clear space, with

two or three tents dotted about it. A small

white terrier ran out barking, and the

elephant calmly picked it up with his trunk

and dropped it in the howdah beside me,

where it continued to bark. Two gentlemen

followed the terrier, and as they approached

and took off their hats the elephant sat down.

' Well, Aunt Vinnie, this is sporting of

you
!

' cried one of them. ' Welcome to

Nuddiwalla
!

'

Doubt fled from my mind ; it was

Vernon's voice, though he had certainly

grown stout. I could have fallen upon his

neck. But it was impossible, under the cir-

cumstances.

' Yes, Vernon,' I responded, 'here I am,

and now the question is how I am to get

down. I don't mind telling you that if I had
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known what I shoulcl have to go thnuigh to

get here, I never would have left Little-

hampton
!

'

'Then I'm glad you didn't know. Parker,

hold his tail, will you ? This is Major Parker,

Aunt Vinnie ! Now then, give me your

hand, put your foot on his tail—that's it !

—

and here you are ! Very nice of you to come.

Aunt Vinnie! And you're just in time for

tea!'

vl
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CHAPTER V

I ASK you to believe me when I tell you that,

as far as the eye could see, there was not a
single human habitation in Nuddiwalla—

I

don't call tents human habitations. In one
direction stretched a wide river bed, all stones

and grass, and hills beyond. In the other
three, forest and nothing else. The road I

had come by ran out of the forest through
this cleared space, and into it again, and
beside it, in one place a tangle of plantains

grew amongst what looked like three or four

piles of dead leaves, which I afterwards found
to be huts. At a glance you could see that

Nuddiwalla was not a social centre of any
importance, and from the moment of my
arrival I regretted getting my new black silk.

By the time I should be back in Little-
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hiimpton it would be; completely out of date,

and not even a black silk will cut to any-

great advantage twice.

HK LUTKI) THK FLAP

My ne[)hew was indubitably there, how-

ever—that was the great point ; and what-

ever my opinion of his choice of a place of

residence might be, I looked with the most
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appreciative gratitude at the mole on his

forehead. As he lifted the (lap which stood

for his hospitable door, and we all went in, I

was much more in the mood for my tea than

for criticism of any kind, though I saw in an

instant that a great deal of it would be

required. My nephew was evidently living

like a savage. In one corner of the tent

were two or three guns and a pair of impu-

dent top boots ; in the other a camp bed

with all sorts of unblushing garments folded

on the top of it. A set of standing shelves,

containing books and documents, a camp

table, and four camp chairs, completed the

furniture of the tent. I took a seat on one

of the chairs, and looked round me in silent

disapprobation, which Vernon probably put

down to fatigue.

' Well, Aunt Vinnie,' he rattled on, ' this

is quite like old times. But you might have

given a fellow more warning, you know.

Camp life is rather hard luck on a lady just

out from England. There's the magistrate

11'

Cili
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of Jiimmanugger, up the river— I could have

got his wife to put you up for a while, if I'd

only known.'

' I didn't come six thousand miles to see

the wife of the magistrate of Jummanugger,'

I responded firmly, ' and I beg you will do

nothing of the kind, Vernon. What you can

put up with I can put up with. Do you

intend to let that tea get stone cold before

you pour it out, or shall I do it ?

'

' Parker,' said my nephew, ' I could ima-

gine myself a boy again. Aunt Vinnie

brought me up ! My dear aunt, if you use

that tone of voice with me before the ser-

vants my influence in the district will be

gone. I don't mind Parker here, but I must

ask you, as a rule, to bully me in private.'

As he spoke, Vernon handed me a cup of

tea and a biscuit, and I proceeded to refresh

myself before taking any notice of his non-

sense. That is to say, I tasted the tea,

walked over to the table, and put down my

cup.
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'Vernon,' I said, * if, as you say, I had

not brought you up with my own hands, I

should suspect you of a plot to poison your

aunt.'

' 'Pon my honour. Aunt Vinnie, it's the

same tea I always
'

I held up my finger. 'Send,' I said, 'for

the servant who made it.'

' Moulla Khan !

' my nephew shouted, and

the man appeared. ' Go for him, Aunt

Vinnie ! He understands a little English.'

The man stood before me, and I felt that

the moment for asserting myself as the moral

head of Vernon's household had come. To

make myself plainer, I took the cup and

emptied its contents scornfully into the slop-

basin. * This cka ' T said, slowly, looking

fixedly at Moulla Khan, ' very plenty bad

cka. Reason why because, I tell you. Too

much cha in pot—no boil water.'

The man turned volubly to Vernon in

great excitement, joining his hands together

as if he were imploring my nephew to save
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his life. ' Tell him \ won't do anything to

him this time,' I added hurriedly, ' but he'll

have to make it over again.'

' He says it is made as I always have it,

>9

I EMPTIED IT SCORNFULLY.

Aunt Vinnie, but it may be very bad for all

that. And he says that he did make it with

boiling water.'

' Rubbish and nonsense \^ernon. I'll
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thank you to believe that I know when tea

is properly made. The water was not boil-

ing.'

' Pani boil hua', insisted Moulla Khan,

with an injured expression. 'Four clock

boil hua ! AlbiU boil patii hai !
'

* What does he say } '

I asked Major

Parker, who had hitherto modestly kept out

of the conversation. He was a little man,

very mild-mannered.

* He says, Miss Moffat, that not only ha.s

the water boiled, but that it boiled at four

o'clock. Therefore, without doubt, it is

boiled water.'

' Poor ignorant heathen !

' I said, as both

the men laughed in what I thought a heartless

way. ' He doesn't know the difference. Tell

him to bring some tea, and with my spirit

lamp I will begin at once to teach him,' and

in ten minutes tea was made, Moulla Khan
looking respectfully on, which it was possible

to drink without risking the entire destruc-

tion of one's nervous system.
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' Aunt Vinnie,' remarked Vernon, a quar-

ter of an hour later, ' I tremble to show you

your quarters, but it must be done sooner or

later, and I fancy you would like to lie down

or unpack or something. Will you come

now ?

'

We stepped out into the gathering dusk,

and I noticed that the place had become

populous. Fires were burning here and

there, and I could discern people moving

about, and horses and cows, while from some

obscurity came the familiar notes of cocks

and hens. I felt more reconciled and com-

fortable in my mind, and 1 did my best to cheer

Vernon up over the prospect of having me.

' My dear boy, you needn't worry,' I said, as

he gave me his arm over the uneven ground,

' it isn't as though I were a stranger, you

know.'

* No,' Vernon confessed, ' it isn't'

* I am prepared for remarkable ex-

periences. I have become convinced lately

that the life at Littlehampton is confining,
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and I knew I should find the best contrast to

it in the Orient, where you, fortunately, were.

1 may say that it is my aim to gather u[)

wp: stkim'ki) out.

remarkable experiences, and already I have

laid by several,' I added, thinking, not

without a palpitation, of Mr. Bux.
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' You see,' Vernon interrupted, evidently

preoccupied, 'I've never had a lady in camp

before, and I had to leave the fixings pretty

much to Radabullub. He and the camels

went to Jummanugger the day before

yesterday, when your telegram came, and he

seemed to think he had brought the right

sort of things. I had an extra tent, luckily,

but it's rather small, as you see.'

It was rather small, and its contents were

so various that I thought I would rather

express myself about them when Vernon was

not there. So I told him I wanted a lam(),

and sent him away. Then I sat down on

the edge of a rickety folding bed, abcjut two

feet wide, and surveyed the circumstances

under which I was to take up my abode in

Nuddiwalla. There was a small unvarnished

wooden table, on four very long and shaky

legs, and on the table a large looking-glass

and two blue porcelain vases with glass

pendants. There was a pric-Dicu chair,

worked in Berlin wool, a good deal moth-

I
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eaten, and, hanging upon the side of the

tent, another looking-glass. The whole of

one wall of the tent was occupied by a

\

I SAT DOWN.

wardrobe with a carved top and mirror

swinging-doors, perfectly new. On the

ground, which was covered with a coarse

I

m
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cloth, through which every lump and stone

asserted itself, lay what I took to be a foot-

stool, but closer inspection disclosed it a

large flannel pincushion, bristling with pins,

pins little and big, black and white, pins with

blue heads and jet heads and gold heads, a

perfectly bewildering assortment. Rada-

bullub was acquainted with at least one

feminine necessity. As I sat there I heard

the sound of rushing water, and, lifting the

llap in the canvas partition which divided oft

the bath tent, I discovered a man, very wet,

and nearly naked, filling a tin bath tub with

water out of a goatskin. I observed that my

ablutions were further provided for by a brass

basin, on a kind of high wooden stand, and a

large cake of pink soap. While I watched

him, the man emptied his goatskin, salaamed,

and disappeared through another flap, leaving

me to wonder whether I might depend in

future upon knowing when he was coming.

A portentous cough just outside the tent door

brought me back, and there were Vernon

I 2
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and the lamp and Radabullub. I knew at

once it was Rt.dabullub by the look of

EMPTIED HIS GOATSKIN.

satisfaction and pride upon his face as he put

down the lamp, an enormous duplex burner

with a hand-painted bowl, in tulips and

i
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humming birds. X'ernon looked round

doubtfully. ' I hope Radabullub has made

you comfortable, aunt,' he said. ' He's a

pretty good fellow at a biindolmst* as a rule.'

' I shall have to get accustomed to it be-

fore I can tell exactly,' I replied, ' but in the

meantime I don't mind saying that I'm very

much obliged to Radabullub for that ward-

robe. A wardrobe with looking-glass doors

in the middle of the tropical jungle I did not

expect to find, and it will simply be the

salvation of my black silk.'

' Let him stay and unpack for you,'

Vernon suggested. ' Give him your keys

and lie down. You must be dead beat.'

' Not on any account. Radabullub has

been very useful, but he must run away now.

And I'll be obliged to you, Vernon, if you'll

put the lamp on the floor in a corner. That

table will certainly collapse under it.'

They did as they were told, and I was

presently once more alone with this luminary,

* Arrangement.
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which shone at mc from its corner on the

floor Hke a heavenly body in declension. In

spite of it, I felt very low in my mind, and if

it had not been for one thing I think I

should have given way, at least for the

moment. That one thing was the wardrobe.

The wardrobe stood there waiting to be filled

—a solid, respectable piece of furniture that

seemed to civilise the whole of Nuddiwalla.

I am not ashamed to write that I drew more

moral support from that wardrobe in the

earlier part of my visit to my nephew than

from any other circumstance that surrounded

me. It inspired me in the present instance

to unpack all my boxes, and I am thankful

to be able to say that, with the exception of

my waterproof and an old striped gingham,

everything went into it. Dinner was at

eight, and in the end I decided to put on my
black silk. It was, after all, the best way of

getting the wrinkles out.

We were four at dinner, a Mr. Jones, in

riding things, having appeared while I was
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unpacking. I said I was glad to see lilm.

although he might possibly have read in my
manner that I thought he should have given

EVKRVTHING WIA'I INTO IT,

notice of his arrival. He was on his way

from something-pore to something-nugger.

He had all the familiaritv of a relation, and
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my nephcnv and Major Parker called him

Jimmy. He was a boisterous young man,

engaged in the tea-planting business, and I

saw at once that he would have to be curbed.

We sat round the camp table, which was

HAD TO RE CURBED.

illuminated by a couple of lanterns tied to

the tent pole and furnished with a service of

white edged with blue, considerably cracked,

and Radabullub and Moulla Khan stood

behind our chairs. I was conscious that a

great deal devolved upon me, and I am glad
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to say that I was able to make my influence

felt from the moment we sat clown. It was

clone very simply. Mr. Jones asked me
what induced me to take so long a journey

alone, and I replied that I had come to throw-

about my nephew the influences of home.

They seemed to understand that, for not

another word was said until we had finished

our soup. I suppose it was sinking into

their minds.

' I've brought back that book of yours,

Hawkins,' remarked Mr. Jones, leaning back

and playing with his fork, while Radabullub

and Moulla Khan departed into the outer

darkness for the next course— ' For a trans-

lation it's not bad.'

' Translation of what ?
'

I inquired.

' Of Aristotle, madam,' said Mr. Jones.

I have always believed that he wished to dis-

play his erudition in dragging in Aristotle,

but I took no notice of it at the time.

* Dear me !

' I said, ' are you driven to

Aristode ? You will be glad to hear that
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I've brought you something lighter than

that,' and I went on to mention the back

numbers of the Sunday at Home. '
I fancy

they will keep you going,' I added, * for some

time.'

' Dear me, yes !

' responded Vernon,

gratefully. ' For ages, Aunt Vinnie. Have

another slice of peacock, won't you ?

'

' Of z.'/iat ? '
I exclaimed.

' Peacock—wild peacock. It zuas a cock,

wasn't it, Parker.^ Don't look aghast, Aunt

Vinnie, it's quite good to eat—Parker shot it

yesterday.'

' Did you ?' I inquired of Major Parker.

* I am not astonished— 1 am i)ast feelin":

astonishment at anything I experience in this

country 1 ut before writing in my diary that

I have eaten roast peacock I should like to

be quite sure that my nephew is in earnest.'

Major Parker looked rather frightened,

but he owned up to the peacock. ' Why,

yes, I believe I did,' he said, somewhat

shamefacedly.
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' Of course you did, Parker,' remarked

Mr. Jones. ' I'd know he was your shikar*

if I ate him at the Criterion. I've taken six

shot out of one helping myself
!

'

The other two men seemed to find

this amusing, but I saw nothing to laugh

at.

' If an animal is to be shot at all it should

be shot until it is quite dead,' I remarked,

' and if it was necessary for Major Parker to

shoot six times at the peacock, I'm sure he

was perfecdy right in doing so.'

Major Parker turned crimson under my
commendation. My nephew looked un-

usually solemn, and Mr. Jones exploded with

folly at his own attempt at wit.

* There are the tail feathers. Miss Moffat

—no end of 'em,' said Major Parker. ' If

you would like them—ladies sometimes do

—

I'll have them salted and dried for you.

They're rather pretty.'

I was about to acknowledge the compli-

. * Game.
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ment and graciously accept, when I suddenly

realised what I was doing.

' Peacock feathers !

' I exclaimed. ' I am

very much obliged to you, Major Parker,

but nothing could induce me to take them.

I suppose nothing in the world is as unlucky

as peacock's feathers. I hope you will have

them thrown away at once. I'm not super-

stitious, but there's something about pea-

cock's feathers that is never known to fjiil.

I hope there's no harm in eating peacock.'

They assured me that this bird was con-

stantly eaten in camp, and that nobody was

ever known to be any the worse for it, and

among the various other dishes which Rada-

bullub offered me I tried to forget having

partaken of it. But the memory of it haunts

me still, and I only hope that things will stop

happening which I can trace, directly or

indirectly, back to that peacock.

I was perfectly willing to sit up and chat

with them for awhile after dinner, but they

all pressed me so solicitously to retire and try
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to get a little re; t after my arduous day that

I consented. A full moon had risen from

behind the hills, and under it they made a

thin blue shadow along the horizon. One
could almost count the big white stones in

the river bed, and the little stream that

hurried along the middle of it murmured and

called as it went in a way that I had not

noticed at all in the daytime. Every shrub

and tree stood out by itself in the silence
;

only the long leaves of tlic plantains by the

road waved up and down, everything else

was as motionless as if it were listening.

The forest on all sides was black in the

moonlight, and seemed to have drawn closer

round. Far in the distance somethiivô
cried.

' What's that }
'

I asked Vernon.

' Only a barking deer. You're not ner-

vous about sleeping in a tent. Aunt Vinnie }
'

' If I were I don't see how I could help

myself,' I responded, 'but I'm not. At

least, I don't think I am.'
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is

&

' There isn't the least reason to be,' said

V^ernon. 'And there am I, you know, as

handy as possible, and Parker not twenty

yards on the other side of you. Good-

night !

'

' Good-night ! Oh—Vernon !

'

' Yes.'

' Wasn't that your dog I saw when I

came.'* Couldn't I have him in the tent

with me ?
'

' Squips ? Oh, yes, certainly ! But if I

were you I wouldn't. If there's one thing a

leopard likes, it's a nice fat black and white

terrier like Squips. He's had one or two

near shaves already.'

' Oh ! very well. In that case perhaps I

am better without him. Good-night !

—

Vernon !

'

• Well, Aunt Vinnie .?

'

' 1 1 wouldn't take you long, would it, to

show me how to manage a gun }
'

' Great Scott, aunt ! What for ? There'll

be nothing to shoot—take my word for it.
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Good-night! If you want to be reassured,

think of Parker's gun. He's iii) end of a

shikari !

' and my nephew strode back to his

tent in the moonlight, leaving me holding

open the flap of mine, of two minds whether

to go after him or not.

I

MY NKPHKW STRODl.; HACK.
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CHAPTER VI

m

If anyone had ^ver told me that I, Lavinia

Moffat, would one night occupy a tent in the

heart of the Indian forest, alone and

surrounded by wild beasts, I would have

considered the person a suitable subject for

a lunatic asylum. As it was, on the night of

January the 20th, 1893, I thought that this

designation might very properly be applied

to myself. For there was no doubt about

my identity ; there I sat, Lavinia Moffat— if

I wanted to assure myself I had only to look

at the initials on my brush and comb case

—

there I sat in my new black silk, which I

noticed Mrs. Dodd had gored, though I

expressly told her not to, on the edge of my

camp-bed, without a gun, and not a sound to

break the stillness but the never-stopping

' '1
ii
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ping

song of the stream over the stones, iind the

distant barking of the animal Vernon had

said was a deer. As I sat there I reviewed

my past, from the hemming of my first hand-

kerchief to the day I took over charge of the

Littlehampton Dorcas Society, and coukl not

help reflecting that a past less likely to lead

to the situation I was in would have been

very difficult to conceive. There seemed to

have been nothing whatever to prepare me

for it, especially in the matter of bedding.

Feathers in the winter, horsehair in the

summer, and a good spring mattress were

what I had been accustomed to ever since I

could remember.

I had been insincere with Vernon when

he asked me if I was nervous about sleeping

in a tent. I was extremely nervous, if not

actually alarmed, and in the end I went to

bed only because I felt that it was safer on

the whole than to sit up. The hours that

intervened before I got to sleep I devoted to

endeavouring to accustom myself to my
K
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surroundings. The effort was not particu-

larly successful. If it had been pitch dark it

would have been easier, but the moonlight

made a greyness everywhere, through which

the outlines of things suggested themselves

indistinctly, and refused to let me delude

myself into the idea that I was just dropping

off in my own room at Littlehampton.

Everything combined, on the contrary, to

impress upon me that I was six thousand

miles from Littlehampton on a camp-bed in

the middle of Asia. As the night wore on

the stream became more clamorous, the deer

stopped barking, and instead I heard a

distant roaring which chilled my blood. It

was so far away that I have never been able

to satisfy myself from what animal it pro-

ceeded, but it might have been anything.

Twice stealthy footsteps passed and re-passed

my tent, and when that happened I should

have lost my self-control entirely if I had not

remembered that the footsteps of Radabullub

behind my chair at dinner had been equally

ill :ij!!il
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Stealthy, and that these were also probably

on business. A phrenologist once told me

that my will-power was very highly de-

veloped, and I have ever since prided myself

considerably upon it. When I found myself

physically unable to turn my head on my

pillow from pure fright, therefore, annoyance

w^as added to my other sensations, which had

been lively enough before.

Finally I gave up trying to exert my will-

power, and it was about this time that I got

to sleep. It must have been hours later, for

the moon was gone, and the tent was in black

darkness, when I awoke in a rigid horror and

the knowledge that something shared it with

me. I seemed to perceive it with every

nerve at once, but in an instant I heard the

creature crunching its prey in the middle of

the tent, as far as I could judge, about two

feet from the table and three from my bed.

I despair of making you partake of my
sensations, and, indeed, I should not desire

to do so. My mind was preternaturally acute

K 2
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— I knew at once that the animal was car-

nivorous, and that it had brought the

fragments of its last meal to my bedside in

order the more conveniently to begin upon

me. Without stirring I moved my eyes

—carefully, so as to make no noise—and

searched every part of the tent with them,

but could see absolutely nothing, while the

crunching went on with terrible distinctness.

Now and again it would cease, and then I lay

like an agonised stone, every instant ex-

pecting to feel the onslaught of tooth and

claw. Presently the animal brought my

terror to a climax by getting up, stretching

itself, and walking round the tent. In a

galvanism of fright I threw both my arms

into the air, and cried * Whish !

'

:
. •.

:

Then I immediately covered my head

with the bedclothes, but through them all I

could hear the creature growling and beating

its tail on the ground. With the desperation

of the situation I realised that I must take

action of some sort. It suddenly came into
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arms

my mind that wild beasts were afraid of fire,

and I remembered the box of wax-matches 1

had put under my pillow when I went to bed.

I had rebuked Vernon for his extravagance

in using wax-matches—was one of them to

be my salvation now ? Where I got the

strength or the courage I do not know, but

in another instant I had struck a match. It

fizzed, exploded, blazed ! By its weird and

sudden illumination I saw two great yellow

eyes and a waving tail. There was a fright-

ful snarl and a bound—two bounds, one

of them being mine, out of bed and forth into

the night. Before I realised whether I was

pursued or not, I was shaking the man in

the next tent. I did not consider whether it

might or might not be Vernon. I knew it

was a man, and any man would do.

When he said, ' What's the matter ?
' I

recognised that it was Mr. Jones, but felt no

embarrassment whatever.

There's either a tiger or a leopard in my

tent !
^
Quick, get up and shoot it

!

'
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* By Jove!' exclaimed Mr. Jones, and

was out of bed in a moment. ' May I—may

I light the lantern, Miss Moffat.^'

* Yes, you may,' I returned, for I had

THERE WAS A FRIGHTFUL SNARL.

slept in my dressing-gown for fear of an

emergency—a thing I did every night after

that I spent at Nuddiwalla.

* I'll go and wake Parker,' said Mr. Jones,



TOOK HIS GUN FROM THE CORNER AND LEFT MK.
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when it was lighted ;
' we mustn't keep the

fun all to ourselves, Miss Moffat
!

'

Fun

!

He took his gun from the corner, and

left me with a candle and my reflections.

Even in that moment, when my nerves were

so strung that they might have snapped like

fiddle-strings, I reflected that I had not done

Mr. Jones justice—he was a brave, though

evic nly reckless, young man. Ten

minutes passed, during which I heard nothing

but the ticking of Mr. Jones's silver watch,

which hung from a buttonhole in the

waistcoat that lay across the corner of his

bed. Then came a shot—voices—another

shot! More talking and laughing—

I

breathed again—they had evidently killed

the creature.

Through the opening of the tent I saw

the light from the lantern flickering across

the ground as the men approached, and I

distinguished my nephew's voice jubilant

among the rest.
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' Have you got him ?
' I cried from the

d^or. .

"
'

* Rather

!

' replied the nearest of the

three spectres in pyjamas, Mr. Jones.

I .SAW THE LIGHT FROM THK LAN ! KRN.

'Come and see, Miss Moffat
!'

I went out boldly at this, and they held

the lantern for me to look. They had got

him indeed— there lay his corpse—but I ask
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you to picture to yourself my emotions when

I saw that he was only a poor, unfortunate,

homeless, wandering cat—a cat that might,

with better opportunities, have adorned any

fireside. With an

effort I controlled

myself Words were

vain. I merely

looked at the three

assassins, individually

and collectively, and

said, in a tone of con-

centrated resentment,

' You brutes !
'

Vernon made an

effort to justify him-

self He said they

' YOU BRUTES !

'

had been on the

look-out for that cat for weeks : it was the most

inveterate thief in the neighbourhood, and

nightly preyed upon Radabullub's pantry, and

he produced the mutton bone which the poor

thing had been enjoying in my tent as a
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proof. I asked him, in return, if he had ever

thought of putting a saucer of milk outside

his tent, or made any other attempt to reform

the cat, and when he replied no, by Jove !

he hadn't, I left them, more in sorrow than

in anger, and went to bed.

I was awakened in the morning by

groans—long, bubbling, horrid sounds of a

creature in torment. They proceeded from

behind my tent, and were accompanied by

excited human voices. Never have I dressed

with so little regard for my appearance. I

ran out upon the scene without my collar,

without my cuffs, actually in my bedroom

slippers. I don't know what I was prepared

to do, but I immediately realised that there

would be no necessity for doing it. The

groans proceeded from a camel, by no means

a camel in the last stage of dissolution, but a

healthy and vigorous-looking camel who was

being loaded for a journey. Their heart-

breaking character was owing to the length

of his throat, and the fact that he artificially
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mixed them up with whatever he had last

had to drink ; and it did not take a moment's

observation to convince me that they were

A HEALTHY AND VIGOROUS-LOOKING CAMEL.

the purest affectation. I have rather an eye

for humbugs, and, though I had never seen

one before with four legs and a hump, I
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mtirked him. His com[>lciints were abso-

lutely without rhyme or reason, for he had

begun them before a stick had been put upon

him. He emitted them every five seconds,

using the interval to snap at the man nearest

to him. He twisted his face round in

dignified expostulation, he threw his head

back in flat refusal, he stretched out his neck

in furious and ignominious resignation. At

every fresh object that was put into the

baskets on each side of his back he bubbled

and groaned as if it were the proverbial last

straw—in spite of my discernment of

hypocrisy, if I had been loading him he

would certainly h^^ve imposed upon me. In

fact, I was beginning to feel a certain amount

of sympathy for him, and to think of inter-

fering, when his driver untied his front knees

and the creature lurched up on his four feet

Do you suppose he went on bubbling .^ Not

another bubble ! He ambled off as easily

and comfortably as you please, and I am

almost ready to vouch that as he passed me
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with his ridiculous neck at its usual super-

cilious curve, he looked at me and winked !

I met Radabullub as I went back to my

tent, with a letter—a letter addressed to me.

The envelope was pink, and scalloped round

the flap with an embossed bunch of flowers.

The address was in an unknown masculine

hand, rather flowing, and the back suggested

that a great many efforts had been required

to make the flap adhere before any had

succeeded. Instantly I divined that it was

from Mr. Bux, and scanned Radabullub's

countenance, which, however, expressed

nothing. I noticed that he followed me into

the tent, on the pretence of wanting to take

away the lamp, and fussed about until I

was obliged to tell him to be gone, for I was

determined not to open the missive in his

presence. I don't say that I was in the

habit of receiving letters of this nature, but

I knew enough about them not to do

that.

* Leave me,' I said to Radabullub, and
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when Radabullub had well left, I calmly

inserted a hatpin into one corner of the

communication and tore it open. It was

'LEAVE ME,' I SAID.

land

written upon foreign notepaper with blue

lines, and began ' Respected Madam,' which

struck me as infelicitous.
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• Respected Madam,— I have the honour to

state that all night I have been aj^onising upon

the pillo, and it is not the muskutos nor the

bad digestion nor the pangs of conscience that I

can account for this. I do not wish to gild refined

gold or paint the lilies, but it is the memory of

madam's so gracious language which is my only

support in this trying our. Pending sanction, I

will speak with Mr. V. H. Hawkins on Friday, loth

inst., but I have the fear that he has prejudice

against your most humble slave, and will not hear

me in the suit. Madam, my prayers are with you.

Kindly judge the thing. Now your neffew has

most noble heart, but I think he cannot put up

with other man's collored skin. But skin is not

sin.

' I have the honour to be, sir, your most devo-

tional servant, Abdul Karim Bux.'

I was perfectly collected. Such a situa-

tion had never been even suggested to me

as a possible experience for a lady traveller

in the Orient in search of them, but I made

up my mind that nothing should induce me

to. faint. 1 confess I did not expect Mr. Bux

to be so precipitate. As to his laying the
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bitua-

to me

seller

lade

me

Bux

the

matter before Vernon, that I could understand

in the light of the Oriental custom which re-

quires that everything must be referred to the

male head of the household. If Vernon had

been my grandson, instead of my nephew,

I reflected that my hand would have been

solicited with just the same formalities. I

read the letter again, and thought of the

wonderful insight I was getting into Eastern

habits of mind. Then I began to have

scruples. Had I any right to sacrifice even

a Mahomedan gentleman in a green cap and

spectacles upon the altar of my heartless

curiosity ? For I assure you I had not, even

for a moment, thought of becoming Mrs. Bux.

Not that I considered Vernon. Vernon, I

reflected, would not K likely to object to any

alliance his aunt might choose to contract.

But my affections were not touched, and I

had not waited forty-two years for my affec-

tions to be touched to wed anybody who

failed to do it, in the shape of a Mahomedan

person who, although he wore a coat and

L
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trousers, probably bowed down to wood and

stone. Besides, how could I possibly tell

that I should be the only Mrs. Bux ! It seems

PROBABLY BOWED DOWN TO WOOD AND STONE.

to be necessary to be very candid in writing

anything autobiographical nowadays, so I

will keep back nothing, and confess that my

real feeling about Mr. Bux was that, while I
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rnting

so I

Lt my

Ihile 1

did not want his affection, his admiration was

very acceptable to me. I would have liked

to be his patroness and improve his spelling,

while he should look the homage he dare not

speak. This was my sentiment, although

it was unworthy of me. I realised that it

was also impracticable, and brought out my

writing-box to say so.

' My dear Mr. Bux,' I began.

* While I cannot say that you have not

awakened my interest, it is my painful duty

to let you know at once that you have not

won my heart, and my hand can never be

yours. You must not ask my nephew for it

on any account. Strange as it may appear to

you, it is not his to bestow. In case you may

feel that I have given you some encourage-

ment, I can only say that in England a single

ride on an elephant, which was unavoidable,

would never be considered in that light.'

I read this over, and thought it had a

ring of cold indifference, so I added :

' Your emotions may be painful at pre-

L 2
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sent, but time will cure them. Sooner or

later you will fnid consolation in another.

Meantime you may always think oi me as

yourfriend, Lavinia Moffat.'

I was just reflecting that I had forgotten

to say anything about fully realising the

honour he had done me, when I noticed that

Mr. Bux's letter bore no address. How then

could I re[)ly, I asked myself in consternation

—how prevent that fateful interview with

Vernon ? There was no way, absolutely none.

My Oriental admirer was doubtless in the

neighbourhood, but I could not take long

walks in the jungle in the hope of meeting

him— I was too much afraid of meeting other

things. I could neither trust Vernon's

heathen servants, nor make them understand,

except Radabullub, who already, I could see,

had his private objections to my presence at

Nuddiwalla. Clearly, I had no resource but

to lock the two letters up in my writing-desk

as mementoes, which I did, wondering if some

day, when faded and yellow, they would fall
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into the hands of my executors and weave a

posthumous r(>manc(! about my meuK^ry. I

rather hoped they would.

Then I endeavoured to analyse my reasons

I ENDEAVOURED TO ANALYSE MY REASONS

for wishing to keep Mr. Bux's admiration of

myself a secret from Vernon, and found that

there was, after all, nothing in them, except

perhaps a natural shyness, which was per-
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fectly absurd with one's own nephew. I con-

cluded, however, not to mention this matter

to him until the time came. I have always

thought that in a ddnoiiemcut I should do

myselfjustice, and I simply made up my mind

to go through with it.
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CHAPTER VII

When, during the week or ten days that

followed, Vernon questioned me, on account

of my pre-occupation, as to whether I was

feeling homesick, I flatter myself that I

never betrayed the situation by so much as

a start or a blush. I told him that his

housekeeping gave me a great deal to think

of, and that I was engaged in arranging

various forms of discipline for Radabullub,

which was quite as much as he needed to

know. As a matter of fact, Radabullub by

himself was enough to occupy the mind for

days together. I found that while it was

easy enough to take command of Vernon,

Radabullub presented difficulties. Rada-

bullub was as amiable and res[)ectful, as

intelligent and submissive, as he could be.
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but he never by any chance did as he was

told. Add to this the fact tliat he was ex-

tremely dignified and distinguished-looking,

HE WAS EXTREMELY DIGNIFIED

and wore a waxed moustache and turban at

least a foot and a half high, and you will see

that the reproofs one administers to a house-

maid in Christendom were simply of no use
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with Radabulluh. I had to think of others,

and it took up a great deal of my time.

It was a trying experience—my effort to

reform Radabulluh. One of my ideas was

that he would look neater in an apron, and

I gave him two of my own—large useful

checked ones. He wore them only once, in

the early morning, both of them tied round

his neck and hanging down behind. When
I remonstrated he seemed to think I had

given them to him to keep out the cold. I

never saw them again, and whenever I in-

quired, Radabulluh said they were in the

hand of the cilioby !^ The dhoby's hand

must have been a ca[)acious member, for

everything that was missing was invariably

said to be in it. I constantlv meant to ask

the dhoby if it really was so, but he lived

three miles down stream, and thus escaped

cross-examination. Also, when I told Rada-

bulluh to produce him, he had always come

and gone precisely the day before. This

' Washerman.
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made the state of the dusters and dish towels

curious. I began by having them brought

to me—all that were not in the hand of the

dhoby. There were about four, and their

appearance was such that I had them taken

out immediately, and inspected them as they

lay on the grass at a distance. I had never

in my life seen anything so sinfully dirty,

and the smell of them was like nothing you

can conceive except that it might be said to

be keyed in kerosene. When I complained

of this odour of kerosene to Vernon, he said

that the article came as a boon and a bless-

ing to India, whose benighted inhabitants

had previously been obliged to lighten their

darkness with cocoa-nut oil, and that the

import was increasing annually by thousands

of gallons. Which is well enough in a way,

but my experience went to show that the

most valuable economic product could be

over-appreciated. This one enters so in-

timately into the life of the people of India

—

who do not seem to mind the smell—that
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one meets it everywhere. It starts up from
one's pillow, it suggests itself in one's chop,

it is implied somewhere, probably in the

butter, in one's afternoon tea. I told Vernon
that I wished he personally would import a
few gallons less for culinary purposes, and
he referred me as usual to Radabullub.

As to the Qih towels I immediately

hemmed a dozen with my own hand, and
gave them out. Three days afterwards I

found the original four still in active use, and
Radabullub told me with a virtuous smile that

he had sent all the new ones to the dhoby
I found afterwards that, while my deluded

nephew paid ten rupees a month to this same
dhoby, the money passed through the hand
of Radabullub, who had a private arrange-

ment of paying by the piece. The smaller

the wash, therefore, the greater the profit to

Radabullub—and Vernon could not be made
to .see the iniquity of this ! But, viewed in

I the light of my discovery, I am now obliged

I CO think that Radabullub told a felsehood

about those dish towels.

I
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I am qiittc^ aware that a camp is not a

house, and that a bachelor is a poor cn^atun?

to be entrusted with the management of his

domestic affairs— I am not unreasonable

—

but the condition I found Vernon's in was

past putting up with. He did not know him-

self how many servants he had, and when he

began to count them over and explain to me

what each of them had to do, I lost all

patience. He regulated them on only one

principle that I " could discover, which was

that as soon as" one of his domestics had a

son old (Miough to make a pretence of being

useful he was taken on as 'mate' to his

father. Filial respect I knew before to be

strong among the natives of India, but I

realised it properly when I saw Vernon's

parent-cook sitting for long hours smoking

his hubble-bubble in the sun, while a young

hopeful of about twelve took upon himself

the entire responsibility for our dinner.

When I spoke seriously to Vernon about

this he said that the arrangement gave him

'!l !
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a patriarchal feeling which was agreeable,

and that the ' mate ' only got half pay ! And

every horse and cow, every elephant and

A YOUNG HOPEFUL

camel, had its own special idolater to look

after it—my nephew's zoological expenses

alone came to a scandalous amount ! To the

end of my visit I was never able to connect
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the right man with what he had to do, and I

was hourly tried by giving orders to the

wrong ones, and seeing Ram Jhan walk

away with dignity and call Huldhoo to

sweep up the crumbs, or Buldhoo arouse

Moulla Khan from his slumbers to put on

his turban and slip off his shoes, and bring

me a glass of water. Some people might

have enjoyed this superfluity— I did not.

And it seemed to me no extenuation when

Vernon told me that there were two hundred

and sixty million people in India, and he had

to provide for some of them.

In the very beginning I naturally asked

for the keys. There were no keys ! I re-

quested to be shown where the tea and sugar

were kept, and Radabullub indicated, in one

corner of the cook's tent, which was none

too big to hold the cook when he squatted

—

nobody could stand up in it—a wooden box

with a lid on hinges. A large stone was

placed on the lid, which Radabullub seemed

disinclined to remove. He remarked that it
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was to keep out the 'billees,' or cats, and his

manner said that if he opened the box for

my benefit it woukl immediately be devas-

tated by these animals. When I insisted,

he opened the box, but with deprecation.

The tea and sugar were certainly there,

in bulk at the bottom, but scattered pretty

well over everything. Also the remains of a

fowl, half a loaf of ginger- bread, a lot of cold

potatoes with green mould on them, a pot of

jam, odd bits of cold toast, and about a dozen

cigars. Radabullub withdrew these hastily,

saying that they were of the sahib, but had

gone too plenty dry, and the sahib had given

them to him to make a little damp.

• So you put them in the jam-pot !
*

I ex-

claimed, with bitterness of spirit.

On the ground beside the box lay the

cook's shoes and his pipe, a rusty iron spoon,

a tin dish half full of milk, and some onions.

The cook's bedding was rolled alongside,

and overhead a leg of mutton hung from

a rope. Outside, the cook's son hurriedly
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tried to pick up sc^me egg-shells and leaves

that were scattered on the ground, for fear

I should find the establishment untidy ! I

said nothing, but I think my eye must have

been expressive, from the silent and abject

manner in which every man among them

folded his hands in front of him, and tried

to shuftle his toes behind him, and looked

everywhere but at me. I said nothing,

schooling myself to remember that they were

only poor degraded heathen, and had never

had a hundredth part of the advantages

Jane and Annie had enjoyed in my kitchen
;

but it was very difficult.

I had come out with the intention of

making some jam tarts, and I asked Rada-

bullub to show me the kitchen tent, inwardly

hoping that there might be a clean table in

it, and that I should understand the manage-

ment of the stove—my own in Litdehampton

burnt coal only. A few paces off under a

tree two or three heaps of grey ashes

smouldered inside as many round ragged
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embankments (»f dry mud. A coiipU? of

saucepans lay about aimlessly em[)ty, and a

kettle tilted its spout up at the sun, which

was putting the last of the embers out.

Radabullub remarked that this was the place

for the cooking. I controlled myself again,

and simply said there was no oven.

'Without doubt, your honour, an oven

is,' said Radabullub, and they brought me a

round rusty tin box, which I have no doubt

they buried in red-hot coals in the way of

the ancient Britons. But it was not my way.

I proceeded to take off the lids of the sauce-

pans, while the cook stood by and accounted

lluently for their condition in a tongue which

perhaps it was as well for both of us that

I couldn't understand, while Radabullub dis-

creetly withdrew to the shelter of the tent.

The day's supplies came in while I endea-

voured to inculcate into Radabullub some of

the first principles of kitchen propriety, and

he translated them to the cook, who received

them with grave and grateful waggings of the
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across his shouklcrs. There were fish am!

loaves and meat and vegetables, and a bottle

ol llar\'e\'s sauce, a tin of boot l)lackin<'. a

1 111: DAY S SUri'llKS

box of soap, some candles, a new razor-strop,

and other articles.

' This man is ban<^ey-vvallah, your honour,'

said Radabullub. 'Twelve miles he comes.'
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' He has a great deal to carry,* I said.

' How much is he paid ?

'

* His price four annas.'

* Four annas
!

' I cried. ' That is far too

httle !

' And I took out my own purse, and

gave him eight. The bangey-walhih took it.

looked at it discontentedly, salaamed, and

said something.

' What is it ?
'

I asked Radabullub.

* He say he comes very far—and your

honour gives too little,' replied Radabullub.

* These b.'ngey-waWahs they are sons of

mud,' he added cheerfully, and I agreed with

him.

I did not make the jam tarts — nobody

would have undertaken them under such

circumstances. I saw at once that anv

reform I might intn duce would have to i>e

radical, and in orde to think about it, I felt

obliged to sit down. So I went back to m\

own tent, and spent some hours in rellection.

I worked out an excellent scheme, but 1

might just as well say here that it diil not



I said.

; far too

rsc, and

took it.

xl, and

id voiir

jullub.

sons of

ed with

nobody

IV such

lat anv

(J to \K)

it, I felt

< to niv

lloction.

, but I

did not

VERNON'S ACNT .65

I

come to anything, so 1 needn't trouble you
with the details. It was defeated by curinu^

outbreaks in the families of the whole kitchen

establishment, which occurr(!d the first dav
it came into force. Moulla Khan's grand-
mother died suddenly, and the cook lost his

father, while Radabullub's mother-in-law sent
word that she could not live another twenty-
lour hours, and they all wanted leave to go
and bury or burn thc^se departed friends.

X'ernon said h(^ was very sorry, when I re-

ported the matter to him, but all this mor-
tality was directl)- owing to my system, and
Ii(! was afraid it would hav(! to b(^ withdrawn.
n<^ said h(; iX\i\\\\ mind the cook or Moulla
Khan, but h(! n(!ver allowc'd deaths in kada-
Inillub's fjuiiily—the man was too valuabk'.

The days won! on. filled for \}.\v. most part

with Vernon's undergarments, some of which
had accunujlat(,'d elevep. years of repairs.

There were moments, as I sat at the d(,.,r of
my tent manipulating a heelless sock, when I

Hsk(-d myself whether 1 was reallv aitaim-iiu
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my ()l)j(:ct in coming to India—the acqiiiro

m(!nt of Oriental experiences—W.'rnon's sock

was so very British in its charact(M*. Yet

when I tri(!d to observe,' the; habits of the;

HKI'AIKS

natives I iisiiallv foimcl tlier.i in a slumber

which offered no points of peculiarity. If

they were; not ash^ep, they imme^diately

stopj)ed whatever they were doing at m\-



PERAON'S AUNT 167

11 's sock

Yet

of the

r

iluml)cr

ity. If

xliatclv

at 111)-

approach and stood up. I could only walk
round them and come away. VcM-non him-
self had not Orientalised in the slightest

degree. H(! was even more' P,ritish than

when he left home, but I was sometimes
shocked to hear the way he spoke of Parlia-

ment. His manners had not improved— h(!

said there wxTe climatic reasons why h(,'

should put his feet on the table if I didn't

mind. His capacity for family affection was
entir(;ly taken up with S(iuips, and his time;

with long excursions into thc! fon'st on ele-

phants, or interviews with natives, who rode

into the- camp on little squealing ponies, and
sat on their heels round his t(Mit until he

should be pleased to see them. I Ix^lievc- he

dispensed justice on these occasions, and thos(>

who sat on their heels outside w(,'re usually

culprits. The offences did not seem to me
very heinous—their goats had be^Mi eating the

lower branches of Gov(irnment forc^st trec^s, or

they had been cutting a few down to sell— but

Vernon took them as seriousl)- as if ht! were
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a vvhol(! High Court, and always j)ut on a

coat and the most awful demeanour for thi!

occasion.

Mr. Jont;s w(;nt away the morning after

thr. tragc^dy of th(; cat, k^aving mr. a \'ivid

im[)ressi()n of the undisciplined nature of the

Indian tea-planter. Major Parker stayed a

week, and gave; me during that Umv. a dail)'

sensation to which I could not Ix^come accus-

toni(!d. Ii(; was at Nudcliwalla, 1 belit^ve,

for the pur[)ose of pure slaughttT— a singular

aim for such a small, meek, blushing man as

he was. And every morning, about ten

o'clock, I was startled an(,'W I))' {\u' adxcnt of

the largest iind most imj)osing of the ele-

phants marching into camp, with Major

Parker and his rilk; wol)l)lin^ about in the

howdah, and a pretty spotted cheetah, or a

ictopard, and an assortment of wild birds

danu'lino at the animal's sicU;. It was a i^orv

spectacle, and it never ceased to thrill me.

Major Parker was not conversational, and 1

never succec^ded in jXTsuading him to feel at
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home with xxw.. He used to make a few

timid remarks at breakfast and dinner, and I

beHeve he devoted the tim(! between to

repose. I fek, when he went away, that a

valuabhi opportunity of acquiring knowledge

of the East hatl been missed, yet I coukl

not conscientiously blame myself in the

matter. I met very few Anglo-Indians who

did not leave me with the same impression.

There was certainly no lack of natural

history in Nuddiwalla if my nerves had per-

mittcxl me to study it. But I found it abso-

lutely impossible to accept the elephant and

the camel in the capacity of ordinary domestic

animals. They seemed to have all the

virtues, but they lacked the attractions.

They had no (;nd(*aring ways. They never

forgot themselv(;s ; (!ven wh(Mi the elephants

blew trunkfuls of sand over their backs, it did

not strike one as frolicsome. Neither could

I conquer my aversion to being anywhere in

the leighbourhood of an elephant who was

not chained up by the leg. W^non's never
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were ; they lived with their mahouts, in a

very iiK;ft'ectual enclosure, on the most free-

and-easy terms of intercourse. They were

always standing up, too, which struck me as

dangerous-looking, though I do not, of

course, mean to imply that they never moved.

Only when I noticed that one of them was

preparing to turn round, I always went away.

And they were fed on Christian flour and

water, too, baked into cakes, which was

another unnatural thing. I wondered, the

first time I saw this, that India should have

any corn to send out of the country at all.

Hut I suppose the jungle elephants have not

yet acquired the taste for a farinaceous diet.

The camels, on the other hand, had no parti-

cular place to live in, and never stood up a

minute longer than they could help. It was,

therefore, im[)ossible to walk twenty yards in

any direction in camp without coming upon

one of these animals, with his legs folded up

in sections under him, his head stretched out

in vacant philosophy, and his under ja\/
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moving from side; to side in rhythmic union

with his ntHections. In the cbiytimc one

could walk round him, but at night, even

with a lantern, he was visionary, problem-

atic, uncertain. I tumbled over one camel

in th(; dark, and it was an experience which

neither he nor I will ever forget. It seemed

to be a miraculous esca[)e for both of us.

Nothing could induce m(;, howe\(;r, to make

the details public.

There was also a [)ython which tried to

domesticate itself, but I am happy to say my
nephew drew the line at boa-constrictors.

This one made; itsi^lf comfortable imder tlu;

ground-cloth of his tent, which undulated

one morning, while \\v. was shaving, in a

manner that attracted his attention. In my

opinion it is to the honour of the family that

Vernon Jiiiis/icd s/iaviiio\ and then called

Radabullub to his assistance, for the undu-

lations were large. Between them they des-

patched tht; crc^aturt.', and I saw ihv. corpse.

It was ten black feet long, and as thick as a
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niJin's arm, Jiiul then; was no reason what-

ever, except the special Providence which

watches over old maids in the tropics, why

it should not have crawled into my tent

instead of Vernon's. I might mention, too,

the centii)edes that I found drowned occa-

sionally in the water-jug, and the leaves and

twigs and llowers that crept about with legs

and antenme, and the other queer thing in

spectacles that sat up and felded its arms,

and caught mosquitoes on the tent wall when

the lamps were lit ; but while I have endeav-

oured to fill up the interval, as it were, with

these things, I feel that Mr. Bux and the

ddnoucment can no longer be delayed.

You may be sure that I awaited further

communications feverishly, but none reached

me. Once my natural curiosity got the

better of me, and I asked Radabullub if any

gentleman lived in the neighbourhood by the

name of Bux. Radabullub immediately

mentioned Mahomed Bux, Ali Bux, Mir

Kassim Bux, Moniroddin Bux, and various

f:
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other Hiixcs, but Alxliil Kariin was not

amongst them. I cHcl not press the i)()int, as

I felt that since; I had tak(Mi oxer the

accounts, I could rely still less upon Rada-

bullul). In the matter of the accounts,

Radabullub and I represented opposed

policies. I was for retrenchment, he was

lor expansion, and he met my arguments

with a skill which daz/led nn;. If I thou^dit

proper to question the j)rice of a joint, for

instance, Radabullub would salaam with irri-

tating humility, saying, ' Let it be as your

honour pleases; I ^^'V?c'd' three ruj)ees !
' indi-

cating a suffering willingness to bear the

loss. But while sometimes I was worsted

ignominiously, and sometimes we made

mutual concessions, there were other times

when I triumphed loftily, and Rarlabullub

was abased. Remembering this, I was loth

to excite this man's suspicions with regard to

any particular Bux, and received his state-

ment about the popuhition at large with

apparent indifference.

The ddiiouenicnt is cominof.
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CHAPTER VIII

I DKTERMiXKi) Oil thc momincf of Friehiv,

Jiinuciry the loth, to go about my ordinary

duties in my ordinary way, precisely as if

Mahomedan suitors were in the habit of

arriving every day to ask my hand of my

nephew. Vernon saw nothing unusual in

my manner at the breakfast-table. I looked

carefully at the cup as I handed hini his

coffee, and it did not tremble. I talked

coherently and uninterruj^tedly about the

I)ractice of suttee and the number of tiungs

that had been missing from the wash. I felt

almost callous. If Vernon had sat before me

as the arbiter of my fate I should have had

less control, perhaps, over my emotions.

But he was merely to be the agent of Mr.
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of Mr.

Biix's. 1 had alrc!ady composed the sentences,

on the lines of my letter, in which 1 should

deli\'er it to my nephew when he came to

inc|uire my wishes in the matter.

»*»*'•"-'»''

1 LOOKED CARF.rUI.I.V AT THF. (UP

The usual rm^y of offenders sat on their

heels round the tent when I left it, while the

usual number of disreputable ponies with

pink noses snapped and squealed at each

N
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()thf;r under the nearest tree. There was

no siLjn anywhere of Mr. P)iix. I went

into my tent and tried to occuj)y myself with

a newspaper. It was futile. Radaljulkil)

came to ask me whether wc; woukl ha\'e

cheetal's liver or jungle-fowl for luncheon. I

said cheetal's liver.

'Stay!' I add(Kl. 'When Mr. Abdul

Karim Bux arrives this morning", let me

know, Radabullub.' .And he said he would.

For a long time I sat unoccupied, trying

to be sorry for Mr. Bux. It was difficult

—

he had been so very, ver\- precii)itat(^ When

at last Radabullub, outside the tent-door,

said ' Madam !

'

I started quite perceptibly.

* Your honour,' said Radabullub, when I

appeared, ' Abdul Karim Bux is now with

the sahib in the ofPice-khana.'

' Has he been there long?' I asked ner-

vously.

' While one might make a fire of wet

chii)S. And it appears,' added Radabullub,

' that there has been a fault, and the anger of

*
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the sahib is hot. There is abuse,' said

Radabiillub, ' and very loud talk.'

I did not hesitate a moment. No un-

ha|)])y Mahomedan should suffer indignities

at the hands of my nephew because of a

sudd(Mi and foolish, but not unnatural, attach-

ment for his aunt. It was bad enough, I

reflected, as I walked rapidly over to the

t(Mit, that his affection should be unrequited.

I could hear Vernon storming ten yards

away. * It's no use !

' he was saying angrily,

as I entered. ' You've got no case, and you'd

better clear out ! I don't know how you

dare
'

' What does this mean }
'

I interrupted,

as calmly as I could force myself to speak.

' Is this the way to address any gentleman,

however dark his complexion or idolatrous

his creed, who comes to you in this capacity,

V(;rnon ?

'

' My clear aunt ' Vernon began

peremi)torIly, but the instant he saw and

heard me, Mr. Bux prostrated himself,
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with touchin^r Oriental humilitv. at mv
nc[)hcvv's feet, and copiously embraced them.

'(ic't up!' shouted Vernon heartlessly.

'Aunt Vinnie. this is a matter
'

MR. i!UX PKOhTRATED HIMSKI.K

* In which,' I remarked firmly, '
I have

some right, I fancy, to be consulted.'

' I say no more words,' put in xMr. lUix,
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without nioviiiLr. ' The nol)k; rclativ(; will

have car of the sahib—knowing that 1 am

truth-confessing man. Madam will pk^ad

cause of unfortunate person. I am lucky to

have favour of Madam.'

\'ernon glared at me unbecomingly, and

wij)etl his forehead. ' What do you know

about it ?
' he asked.

' All,' I responded, with perfect calm.

' lie. has not dared to tell )ou, perhaps, how

he came to my protc;ction at the railway

station, and how nobly he kept the elephant

at bav. He has not ventured to mention

how he assisted me, and accompanied me.

and reassured me, during the ordeal of the

fifteen miles of troi)ical waste which I tra-

versed on that top-heavy and dangennis

creature ! How he told me much about

himself and w(mi my interest, if not my

affection. Nor has he told you of the

])athetic letter in which he set forth all his

hopes that I would consent to be his
'

' What!'
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Mr. P)iix's head and X'cmon's feet started

apart as if by an electric shock. W-rnon
stared at me like a lunatic. Mr. lUix gathered

himself up, anti adjusted his spectacles with

trembling fmgers. Thc^ open door suddenly

became full of the heads of the popula-

tion of Nuddivvalla. Kadabullub came in,

ostentatiously bearing a glass of water on a
tray. X'ernon seized the glass, and hurled

it out of the door, and his excellent butler

followed it very rapidlw

'Mr. Ikix has interpreted my silence to

mean consent,' I went on, with composure.
' I could not answer his letter, for it ga\'e no
address. Hut there is no hope for you.

Abdul Karim,' I added— ' none.'

Vernon was tearing up and down the tent

like a caged lion, biting wildly at his mous-
tache. Suddenly he turned upon Mr. Hux,
who immediately interposed a chair between
his person and my nephew.

' Am I to understand; bellowed Vernon,
' that you have tried to complicate > our rela-
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tions with the T'orcst I)(?j)artnK!iU l^y paxinL;

\()iir iiifcirnal addresses to my aiDit (*'

• Softly, VcriioM,' I intcr|)oscd. ' Mr. lUix

has been very respectful.'

'Respectful be hanged!' he shouted.

\\:rnon was certainly very much excited.

INTKRl'OSEI) A CHAU^

' Kind sir will not assault humble .servant,'

said Mr. Bux simply, from behind the chair.

' or there will be damages proceedings, and

a fine, which will benefit nobody. I haxe

not the honour to understand.'

'- -*'-
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I fctk annoyctl, perhaps uiircasoiiahly.

' I will ihaiik you, X'cnion, not to impute; aii\

interested motives to Mr. Hux in offerin^r nie

his haiul,' I said, with some heat. ' \'ou

have no n^ht to do so. I admit the i)roposal

was too sudden—but by this time vou ()U(du

to know the Oriental temperament '

I doubt whether my nei)hew heard me,
l)ut

1 regret to say that at this point he
swore, and made a dash at Mr. Hu.x, who
with one bound eluded him. In an instant I

had j)ut my person between the combatants,

and was doing my best to pacify Vernon,
while his unfortunate victim circled round me
in a vain attemi)t to evade my infuriated

nephew.

'Respect my corpus, sir!' I heard him
beseech, and then, to my horror, X^ernon

got at him, knocked him down, sat on him.

and would have proceeded without doubt
to utterly demolish him had I not thrown
myself on my knees beside them, and forcibly

interfered. As it was, Mr. A. K. lUix's
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spcclaclcs were; hrokcii, his luxuriant whiskers

filled with dirt, and his clothes in a state not

lit to 1)(! se(;n.

'
1 do //(^/understand,' rei)eated Mr. Hux.

with astonishin;^- hlandness, 'hut there will

be damanrcs proceedings. Madam is witness,

also all the servant folk.' he added, glancing

at the door.

M) nephew took two stricK;s \\\ th.it

direction, and in an instant not so nuich as

the turl)an of a spectator was left upon the

scene, llis attc:ini)t to inllict bodily dainace

Upon Mr. Bux apparently calmed him.

'This must be looked into,' he said

sternly. ' Where is his letter }'

' WiiVLt,^ said I. producing it from my
pocket. 'And remember, X'ernon, in reading

it, that while Mr. Bux is by no means un-

educated, he has not had vour advantao-cs.

and naturally expresses himself differently.'

' Calcutta University,' murmured Mr.

Bux humbly. ' b^iiled B.A. Most intelli-

gent ant
!

'
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V.

I I may be excused I would rather not

enter into the details of the scene which fol-

lowed. Vernon read the letter through, and

then burst into a violent, ungovernable, and

unbecoming fit of laughter, which will cost

him, unless I relent, four hundred a year for

the term of his natural life. When he had

dried his eyes and held his sides for a few-

minutes, he turned to Mr. Bux, to mv amaze-

ment, with a smile.

' Abdul Karim,' said he, ' there has been

a —a slight misunderstanding.'

He hesitated, reflected a moment, and

then drew a sheet of foolscap toward him,

took a pen, and went on :

' I have now decided to take down in

writing your explanation of the matter about

which you have called to see me. H'm !

'

' I can explain perfectly to your honour's

satisfaction of all the charges,' said Mr. Bux

anxiously.

' You are the forest-ranger at the Balli-

gurri outpost. When Liiki Lai Beg cut and
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dc^ported sixty maunds of sal above his con-

tract, why was it that you did not report the

matter ?

'

' Your honour, 1 was for ten days smitten

with a pleurisy of the vital ceiitres, and knew

nothing of it. I give my word no money

passed into my hand. Not so much nso/ie j)ice.'

Mr. Bux prepared again to embrace m\'

nephew's feet, but X'ernon, writing, staved

him with his hand.

' It is enough,' said he. Mr. Bux's eyes

sparkled intelligently.

' You will produce a medical certificate to

that effect,' added my nephew.

* Oyessir ! Being poor man, I was not

attendinc[ the doctor at that time, l^ut I can

supply medical certificate from nati\'e doctor

all the same. It is small charge only.'

Vernon bit his moustache.

' And as to the pasturing of fourteen goats

of H ossein AH, and eleven cattle of Muck-

doom Bux, your uncle, and your brother's

son, without a license, either of them ?
'
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* Now I pni\' your honour to consider

this. About that time came news of wild

elephant, very strong tusk-wallah, niakino'

many misdemeanours with the millet crop of

Ramasawmy on the other side of the stream.

Every night he was coming and rolling in

the millet, and Ramasawmv he was reachinij:

to the; brink of perdition. So always I was

going to Ramasawmy with my gun, and

waiting the whole night for that elephant.

Therefore, in the davtimes, I was issl(H'i)ino:

when those goat and catties came to (;at, and

yesterday both these evil men obtained

license at my comniand.'

'Did you get the ele[)hant ?
' asked

Vernon, with wonderful suavity.

' Your honour, how could I do it ^

There was but the; one; gun, and moreover

Ramasawmy wept when I spoke of the kill-

ing. Those; Hindoo, they will kill nothing.

But I fired the; gun, and always then he

would go away.'

' That will do/ said Vernon ;

* you had a

v(;rv bad case, Abdul Karim, but, as \()u
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-sec, this lady has iiitcrcodccl for you, and
^ ^^"^ inch-ncd to consider her rcpresnua-
tHHis. 'Sc. that none of these things happen
agam.

' Certainly not, sir. And I. sir, will not
rnstitiitc damages |)roceedino-s •

'I wouldn't, if I were you.'

' But sir, there is cost of spectacles, tlire-e

rupees eight annas^ '

' By all means. Here j-ou are I Now
\ ou have leave to go.'

Mr. I5ux caught the coins as they rolled
off the table, salaamed humbly to Vernon
even more humbly to me, and departed int.i
the outer sunlight an exploded ideal
\'ernon toyed with his watch-chain, and a
somewhat awkward silenc. asserted itself
between us.

' I stippose you understand,' he
said at length.

• Oh, yes,' I said, • I understand
; xou

needn't explain.'

'Fortunately, /,, didn't,' reflected my
nephew audibly. 'Otherwise I shottldn't
have been able to avoid his bringing me up

i
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forassriult, and having to (!xplaln in court win

I kicked hitn. (iad !
' ('xckiimcd my ncqjhcw.

' How Junimanuggcr would have buzzc;d !

'

SALAAMED HUMni.V

* Vernon,' I responded, ' do not dwell

upon it.'

' I won't. But you see how it was. The

fellow expected you to make inquiries, of
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course, and interest voiirself in him. And

the magistrate would ha\e found that you

had taken the man up on insufficitMit
'

* V^ernon,' said I, 'since my affections did

not become involvc'd, the matter is not of the

sHghtest consequence. I wonder you do not

see that.' And I rose to leave him.

'
I don : know,' he returned ;

' if I

haven't been compounding a felony on your

accoimt, it's more by good luck than gccd

morals.'

When I reflected upon this it seemed to

indicate that my influcmce upon Vernon's

higher nature had been the reverse of what

I intended. Perhaps this was not much in

itself, but the next day my nephew

announced that Mr. Jones and four other

planters were coming to Nuddiwalla for a

week to shoot, and that they were all going

to bring their own elephants. This con-

vinced me that it would be inexcusable to

leave the Orient without seeing more of it

than I had, and that it was my plain duty to

o
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\w

expand my experiences. I broke it to

Vernon as gently as I could.

' I was afraid,' said he sadly, ' that camp

life in this country wouldn't suit you, Auni

Vinnie
!

'

' Yesterday,' I said, in reply, ' I fount! a

brown hairy scorpion as big as a crab, with

six little scorpions on its back, in the crown

of my bonnet, Vernon. Last night a rat ate

off the whole middle finger of each of my

best black kid orl^vcs. And this mornino- I

surprised Moulla Khan making the toast for

chota hazri.^ He was buttering it with a

small bntsh, Vernon — I don't say what kind

of a brush, but it had a white handle. I fear

you are right. It is difficult at my time of

life to become inured to this country.'

After that I travelled largely, and ni)-

diary is full of the most valuable records

of what I saw at such places as Cawnpore,

Benares, Delhi, and Calcutta. I visited

twenty-seven mission schools, forty-three

' Early breakfast.
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tcmpU's, eleven native bazaars, an opium

factory, and the Taj ; and I have a l)ook

of photographs which now forms the

great attraction of my afternoon teas at

Littlehampton. Mr. Grule, who manfully

succeeded in evading Letitia Bray in my

absence, declares that with their help my

conversation enables him to realise the East

perfectly. Our book club has four volumes

of travels in India by different authors, how-

ever, who seem to have noticed exactly the

same things. My earlier experiences appear

to be the only ones which have not been

published before. It may seem unnecessarily

modest on my part, but that is the reason I

have confined myself to Nuddiwalla.

This morning a very curious and inte-

resting thing happened, which lends itself, as

the novelists say, to the purpose of this nar-

rative in the most wonderful way. Perhaps

it would be better to write ' may lend itself,'

O 2
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for at ijrcscnt I have of course onl\ in\ own

surmises and convictions.

I was coming out of Mrs. Dodd's shop

with a dozen bone buttons and three ) ards

of long-cloth, my imagination entirely taken

u[) with next day's work-party, and the bell

had rung sharply behind me as I closctd ihc

door. A gentleman stood in my way, lean-

ing on his stick and looking earnestly up ai

Mrs. Dodd's sign. It seemed an unusual

thing to take an interest in, but I dare say 1

should have walked round him in the ordi-

nary manner, if I had not been struck 1)\

something familiar in the curve of his

shoulders and the reflection of his spectacles.

F'or one instant I hesitated. India and a

dramatic situation flashed back upon me.

This was not Vernon—no mole visible

—

never had been Vernon. I knew him

—

James W. Jamieson, at whose hands I

once But simultaneously I recognised

that he was in mourning, and decided to bury

my wrongs and bow.
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He recognised me instantly and held out

an eager hand. I remembered his im|)Lilsi\e

character and took it gingerly.

' Then yon are still here !

' he ejaculated

hurriedl)-. ' The other is— is not !

'

I could not pretend to misunderstand

him, and I offered what condolences I could

frame u[)on the spur of the monient.

' Doubtless,' I said, ' she is better where

she is.'

' Oh, certainly !

' he responded ;

' I am

quite sure of that. I superintended all the

details myself It is a nice situation, and

the monument is very chaste.'

I remembered that it is a virtue in official

circles to be literal.

He looked at me attentively again—([uite

in his old manner.

' You are the image of her, madam,' he said.

' As she was. In earlier and hap[)ier days.'

' And you,' I replied, ' are not an atom

like X'ernon. As he was or is. At any

time whatever. I don't know how I C(juld

h
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have made; such a ])r('p()stc:rc)us mistake

If you hachi't ' l:)Ut there I ])ausc:cl. It

was impossible to remind Mr. Jamiesoii of

that pubh'c embrace, at the memory of which

my cheek still burned.

Me was evidently thinking of the same

thing.

' Yes,' he responded. ' If I hadn't '—and

then after a period of reflection he added

calmly:

' On the whole, it is perhaps as well that

I did.'

I gasped, but he had fallen into step widi

me.

' It will be easier,' he went on abseniK,

' to accomplish again. If it should he

necessary. If it should be necessary. May I

ask in what year you were born, madam ?

'

' I was never good at dates,' I replied,

passing my hand across my forehead.

' Just my wife's age! ' he exclaimed with

unconcealed satisfaction. ' Were you asking

me how I came to be in Littlehamptoii,

madam ?

'



r/iAWOXS AU\T 199

' No,' I said, '
I was not. Pra\ do not be

prccii)itatc.'

'
I came,' he said, disregarding mc, ' to

revive the mc;lanchol)- interest the place has

for me in connection with m\' wife.'

' Your wife never lived here !

'

I returned

with some asperity, for this was not what I

expected.

* But you did,' he rejoined, with an absent

look at me.

' Surely I have not again to [)ersuade

you
'

* No,' he interru[)ted hurriedly, * certainly

not. You were not she. On that point I

yield. But it was so very much the same

thing. You might have been. You might

be!' We were approaching Holly Cottage.

Involuntarily I hastened my footsteps, with

downcast eyes. * If you knew the difficulty I

experienced in becoming accustomed to Mrs.

Jamieson,' he continued pathetically, ' you

would interpose no unnecessary obstacle.'

We reached the gate, and to conceal my

emotion I opened it.

f-
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' For the iiL'xt few hours I shall he ciiitin;

out, Mr. Janiic'son,' I said, with rcfcrcjiice t<

the work-party, ' and that is an occupatioj

for which I must have an untroubled mine

lUit I shall be at home in the afternoon.'

* May I come to tea ?
' he asked.

* Do,' I responded, rellecting with satil

faction that this was the baker's day fcjrfrc

crumpets. So he is coming to tea.

f
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AT MARKET VALUB._Two Vojs^crown 8vo. cloth , lOw. net.

ICHITECTURAL STYLES, A HANDBOOK OF. By A. Rosengar.
[ten. Translated by W. Collktt-Sanda rs. With 639 l Uusts. Cr . Svo, cl. ex., 7n. Od.

IT"(THE)' OF AMUSING :' A^Collection^rGracefuflirtsV^AMK.s,
[Tricks, Puzzles, and Charades. Hy Frank Bkllew. jooIUust's. Cr. "^vo.cl. ex., 4«i.<Jd.

rOLDTEDWIN LESTER),"W()RKS"BY;
I
THE WONDERFUL ADVENTURES OF PHRA THE PH(ENICIAN. Withi2 Illnsfs

by H. M. Pagkt. Crown Svo, doth extra, Itm. tid.; post Svo, illust. boards, '2u,

I
THE CONSTABLE OF ST. NICHOLAS. With a Frontispiece by Stanley Wood.

Crown Svo, cloth, Hm. Od.

PEMUS WARD'iS'WORKS. With Portrait and Facsimile. Crown
I

8vo, cloth extra, 7*. 6d.—Also a Popular Edition, post Svo, picture boards, t|a.

|{RB OkRIAL SHOWMAN ; Life and Adventures of Artrmus Ward. Ky Edward
P. Hinqston. With a Frontispiece. Ci own Svo, cloth extra, Ja. 6tU



Books published by

H
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ASHTON (JOHN), WORKS BY. Crown Svo. cloth extra, y». Od. each.

HISTORY OP THE CHAP-BOeKS OF THE 18th CENTURY. With 334 lllusts.l

SOCIAL LIFE IN THE REIGN OF QUEEN ANNE. With 85 Illustrations.

HUMOUR, WIT, AND SATIRE OF SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. With 82 Illustd

ENGLISH CARICATURE AND SATIRE ON NAPOLEON THE FIRST. iisIUusU
MODERN STREET BALLADS. With 57 lllnstrations.

PACTERIA, YEAST FUNGI, AND ALLIED SPECIES, A SYNOPSlI
OP. By W. B. Grove, B.A. With 87 Illustr-'tions. Crown » vo, cloth extra, .'tw. <«J

BARDSLEY (REVTc. W.), WORKS BY.
ENGLISH SURNAMES: Their Sources and Sienitications. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 7(1. «d
CURIOSITIES OF PURITAN NOMENCLATURE. Crovm 8vo, cloth extra. <tw7|

BARING GOULD (S., Author of "John Herring," &c.), NOVELTbI
Crown 8vn, cloth extra, its. 6d. each

;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, ija. each.

RED SPIDER. I EYE.

BARR (ROBERT : LUKE SHARP), STORIES BY. cr. 8vo. ci., Hn. m. ,

IN A STEAMER CHAIR. With Frontispiece and Vignette by Demai.n HammonI
FROM WHOSE BOURNE, &c. With 47 Illustrations.

BARRETT (FRANK, Author of " Lady Biddy Fane,") NOVELS BY.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, i2a. each ; cloth, 'itm. <i<l. each.

FETTERED FOR LIFE.
THE SIN OF OLGA ZASSOULICH.
BETWEEN LIFE AND DEATH.
FOLLY MORRISON. | HONEST DAVIE.
LITTLE L",DY LINTON.

A PRODIGAL'S PROGRESS.
JOHN FORD; and HIS HELPMATE.
A RECOILING VENGEANCE.
LIEUT.BARNABAS. I FOUND GUILl
FOR LOVE AND HONOUR.

THE WOMAN OP THE IRON BRACELETa. Crown Svo, cloth, .'tw. O il.

BEACONSFIELD, LORD. By T. P. O'Connor, M.P. Cr. 8vo. cloth,

BEAUCHAMP (S).-GRANTLEY GRANGE. Post svo. iii„st. board.

BEAUTlfUL PICTURES BY BRITISH ARTISTS : A Gathering frc

the Picture Galleries, engraved on Steel. Imperial 4to, cloth extra, gilt edues, !i]

IECHSTETN.-AS pretty as seven, and other German Su^ril
Collected by Ludwig Bechstein. With Additional Tales by the Brothers Gri
and 98 Ill ustrations by Richtk r. Square Svo, cloth extra. <i».<»d.; giltedacs. ^w .

BEERBOHM.—WANDEmNGSlNnPrfAGONIA ; or, Life among
Ostrich Hunters. By Jumus Beerbohm. With lllusts. Cr. Svo. cl.- extra. '.In, <U

BENNETTTTW. C, LL.D.), WORKS BY. Post Svo, cloth limpT:*-. eao
A BALLAD HISTORY OF ENGLAND. | SONGS FOR SAILORS.

BESANT (WALTER), N0VELS~BY:
~

Cr. 8vo, el. ex., .'In. ttd. each
;
post 8vo. illust, bds., 811, each ; cl. limp. 2ii. Od. eat

ALL SORTS AND CONDITIONS OF MEN. With Illustrations by Fred. BarnarI
THE CAPTAINS' ROOM, &c. With Frontispiece by E. J. Wheelek.

'

ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR. With 6 Illustrations by Harry Furniss.
DOROTHY FORSTER. With Frontispiece by Charles Green.
UNCLE JACK, and other Stories. I CHILDREN OF OIBEON.
THE WORLD WENT VERY WELL THEN. With 12 Illustrations by A. Foresti
KERR PAULUS: His Rise, his Greatness, and his Fall.
FOR FAITH AND FREEDOM. With Illustrations by A.Forestier and F WadJ
TO CALL HER MINE, &c. With 9 Illustrations by A. Forestier.
THE BELL OF ST. PAUL'S.
THE HOLY ROSE, &c. With Frontispiece bv F. Barnard.
ARMOREL OF LYONESSE: A Romance of To-day. With 12 lllusts bvF BarnaJ
ST. KATHERINE'S BY THE TOWER. With 12 paee Illustrations by C. Gkek

'

VERBENA CAMELLIA STEPHANOTIS, &c. J THE IVORY GATE: A Novel
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3n. 6fl. each.

THE REBEL QUEEN.
| IN DEACON'S ORDERS. [Shor

BEYOND THE DREAMS OF AVARICE. Three Vols., cr. 8vo, ISs. net. [SIu

FIFTY YEARS AGO. With 144 Platel? and Woodcuts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, i

THE EULOGY OF RICHARD JEFFERIES. With Portrait. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, (

THE ART OF FICTION. Demy Svo, In.
LONDON. With 125 Illustrations. New Edition. Demy Svo, cloth extra. 7*.IH RICHARD WHITTINGTON. Frontispiece. Crown Svo, Irish Linen. iU. '

ffJ^.^i^A ^^ COLIGNY. With a Portr.iit. Crown Svo, Irish linen, 3a. Oil.
BM WE ARE ; AS WE MAT BE : Social Essays. Crown Svo, cloth, «m. IShor
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h extra, Itit, <*J

Inst, boards, 'J

and F. WadJ

BESANT (WALTER) AND JAMES RICE, NOVELS BY,
Cr.8vo,cI.ex.. 3b, 4id. each ; post bvo.illust. bds., tin. each: cl. limp 'Jm. 6d. each
?JA?T^MO_NEY MORTIBOY. BY CELIA'S ARBOUR.MY LITTLE GIRL.
WITH HARP AND CROWN.
THIS BON OF VULCAN.
THE GOLDEN BUTTERFLY.
THE MONKS OF THELEMA.

THE CHAPLAIN OF THE FLEET.
THE SEAMY SIDE.
THE CASE OF MR. LUCRAFT, &c.
'TWAS IN TRAFALGAR'S BaV, &c.
THE TEN YEARS' TENANT, &c.y There is also a LiBftARY EDITION of the above Twelve VolumeB, handaomelT

let In new type, on a large crov/n 8vo page, and bound In clo^ extra. «». each.

IbEWICK (THOMAS) AND HIS PUPILS. ByTcjii^ Dobson. With
' 95 Illustrations. Square 8vo. cloth extra, tf«.

BIERCE.—IN THE MIDST OF LIFE : Tales of Soldiers and Civilians,

a
By Ambrose Bierct^. Crown Svo.cloth^xtrjt^tn^post 8vo, illustrated boards 3a.

IBILL NYE'S HISTORY OF THE UNITED STATES7~WitFTl6"rini^
trations by F. Offer. Crown 8vo , cloth extra, 38. tfd.

BLACKBURN'S (HENRY) ART HANDBOOKS.
ACADEMY NOTES, 187S, 1877-86, 1889,

1890. 1892-1894, each la.

ACADEMY NOTES, 1873-79. Complete
in One Vol.. with 600 lllusts. Cloth, 6s.

ACADEMY NOTES, 1880-81. Complete
in One Vol., with 7011 lllusts. Cloth, C».

OROSVENOR NOTES, 1877. 6d.
GROSYENOR NOTES, separate years,

from 1878-1890. each li.

GROSYENOR NOTES, Vol. I., 1877-82.
With ion Illinfi. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6».

GROSYENOR NOTES,Vol. II., 1883-87.
With 300 lllusts. Demy 8vo, cloth, 61

GROSYENOR NOTES, Vol. III.. 1888-90.
With =30 lUusts. Demy 8vo, cloth, 3l. 6<1.

THE NEW GALLERY, 1888-1894. With
numerous Illustrations, each ll.

THE NEW GALLERY, Vol. I., 1888-1892,
With 250 Illustrations. Demy 8vo. cloth, 6*.

ENGLISH PICTURES at the NATIONAL
GALLERY. With 114 Illustrations, li.

OLD MASTERS AT THE NATIONAL
GALLERY. With 128 Illustrations, li. 6d.

ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE TO THB
NATIONAL QALLESY. 24 iiusts., cL. 3l.

THE PARIS SALON, 1894. With Facsimile Sketches. 3s.
THE PARIS SOCIETY OF FINE ARTS, 1894. With Sketches. 3w.Od.

IbLAKE (WILLIAM) : India-proof Etchings from his Works by William
I Bell Scott. With descriptive Text. Folio, half-hoiinH boards, 'Jtln.

IBLIND (MATHILDE), Poems by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each.
THE ASCENT OF MAN.
DRAMAS IN MINIATURE. With a Frontispiece by Ford Madox Brown.
BONGS AND SONNETS. Fcap. 8vo, vellum and gold,

IBOURNE (H. R. FOX), WORKS BY.
ENGLISH MERCHANTS: Memoirs in Illustration of the Progress of British Com-

merce. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7*. Oil.
ENGLISH NEWSPAPERS: The History of Journalism. Two Vols., demy 8vo. cl., 'iHm,
THE OTHER SIDE OF THE EMIN PASHA RELIEF EXPEDITION. Cr. 8vo. 6«.

IBOWERS.—LEAVES FROM A HUNTING JOURNAL. By George
Bowers. Oblong folio, half-bound, 31m.

IBOYLE (FREDERICK), WORKS BY. Post Svo. illustrated boards, tim. each.
CHRONICLES OF NO-MAN'S LAND. | CAMP NOTES. | SAVAGE LIF^.

IBRAND'S OBSERVATIONS ON POPULAR ANTIQUITIES ; chiefly
illustrating the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, Ceremonies, and Superstitions. With
the Additions of Sir Henry Ellis, and Illustrations. Cr. Svo. cloth extra, 7n, Od.

IBREWER (REV. DR.), W0RKS~BY:
~

THE READER'S HANDBOOK OF ALLUSIONS, REFERENCES, PLOTS, AND
STORIES. Fifteenth Thonsand. Crown «vo, cloth extra, 7», Od.

AUTHORS AND THEIR WORKS, WITH THE DATES: Being the Appendices to
" The Reader's Handbook." separately printed. Crown Svo, cloth limp, 51s.

A DICTIONARY OF MIRACLES. Crown 8vo. cloth -.xtra, 7h. Od.

IBREWSTER (SIR DAVID), WORKS BY. Post Svo, cl. ex., 4ii. Od. each.

MORE WORLDS THAN ONET: Creed of Philosopher and Hope of Christian. Plates.

THE MARTYRS OF SCIFINOE: Galileo.Tycho Brahe. and Kepler. With Portraits.

LETTERS ON NATURAL MAOrC. With nameroiis^lllustrations. __
ftRILLAT-SAVARIN.-GASTRONDMY AS A FINE ART. By Brillat.

^AVARiN. Translated by R, E. Anperson, M.A. Post Svo, balf-bouad. 9a.



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

r i ^

BRET HARTE, WORKS BY.
LIBRARY EDIIION. In Seven V'olnmcs, crown 8vo, clotli extra, On. each.
BRET HARTE'S COLLECTED WORKS. Arranged and Revised by the Author.
Vol. I. CoMPLKTK Poetical and Dramatic Works. With Steel Portrait.
Vol. II. Luck ok Roaring Camp—Bohemian Papers—American Legends.
Vol. III. Tales of the Argonauts—Eastern Sketches.
Vol. IV. Gabriel Conroy.

|
Vol. V, Stories—Condensed Novels, &c.

Vol. VI. Tales ok the Pacific Slope.
Vol. VII. Talks ok the Pacific Slope— II. With Portrait by John Pettie, R.A,!
Vol.VIII. Tales ok the Pine and the Cyirkss.

THE SELECT WORKS OP BRET HARTE, in Prose and Poetry With Introductory
Essay by ]. M. Hkllkw. Portrait of Author, and solllusts. Cr.Svo, cl. ex., 7h. H«l.

BRET HARTE'S POETICAL WORKS. Hand-made paper & buckram. Cr.Svo, 4(».«il.
TJE QUEEN OF THE PIRATE ISLE. With 28 orifiiual Drawings by Kat«

Greenaway, reproduced in Colours by Edmund Evans. Small 4to, cloth, 3a.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, lim, iUl. each.

A WAIP OP THE PLAINS. With 60 Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood.
A WARD OP THE GOLDEN GATE. With 59 Illustrations by Stanley L Woor
A SAPPHO OP GREEN SPRINGS, Ac. With Two Illustrations by Hume Nisbet]
COLONEL STARBOTTLE'S CLIENT, AND SOME OTHER PEOPLE. With

Frontispiece by Fred. Barnard.
BUSY: A Novel. With Frontispiece and Vignette by J. A. Christie,
BALLY DOWS, &c. With 47 Illustrations by W, D. Almond, &c.

A PROT^O^B OF JACK HAMLIN'S. With 26 Illustrations by W. Small, &c
THE BELL-RINGER OP ANGEL'S, &c. 39 IHusts. by Dudley Hardy, &c. [Short!y\

Post tivo, illustrated boards, '2». each.
GABRIEL CONROY. I THE LUCK OP ROARING CAMP, &c
AN HEIRESS OF RED DOG, &c. | CALIFORNIAN STORIES.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each; cloth limp, tm. Gd. each.
FLIP.

I
MARUJA.

I
A PHYLLIS OF THE SIERBi

Fcap. 8vo. picture cover. In. each.
^NOW-BOUND AT EAGLE'S^

| JEFF BRIOGS'S LOVE STORY.

BRYDGES.- UNCLE SAM AT HOME. By Harold Brydges. Pos|
8vo. illustrated boards. ''2m, ; cloth limp, '2>*. iid.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, «». each.

BUCHANAN. With Frontispiece by T. Dalziei
THE EARTHQUAKE ; or. Six Days and a Sabbath.
THE CITY OP DREAM: An Epic Poem. With Two Illustrations by P. Macnab
THE WANDERING JEW: A Christmas Carol. Second Edition.

THE OUTCAST : A Rhyme for the Time. With 15 Illustrations by Rudolf Blini
Pktkr Macnah, and HtiMK Nishet. Small demv ^vo, cloth extra, !fi!>i.

BOBERT BUCHANAS COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. With Steel-plate Po({

trait. Crown ttvu, cloth extra, 7h. 6<I.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ilm, 0<l. each; post 8vo, illtistratr-d hoards, *2h, each.

BUCHANAN'S (ROBERT) WORKS.
SELECTED POEMS OP ROBERT BUCHJ

THE SHADOW OF THE SWORD.
A CHILD OF NATURE. Frontispiece.
GOD AND THE MAN. With 11 Illus-

trations by Fred. Barnard.
THE MARTYRDOM OF MADELINE.
With Frontispiece by A. W. Coopkr.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, JSw. iUh each.
WOMAN AND THE MAN. I RED AND WHITE HEATHER.
RACHEL DENE

LOVE ME FOR EVER. Frnntispierp
ANNAN WATER.

| FOXGLOVE MANOI
THE NEW ABELARD.
MATT : A Story of a Caravan. Front.
THE MASTER OF THE MINE. FrontJ
THE HEIR OF LINNE.

Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth, IOm. net. l^hrrfi

BURTON (CAPTAIN).—THE BOOK OF THE SWORD. By Richarj
F. Burton. With over 400 Illustrations. Demy 4to, cloth extra. li'2n,

burtontrobert):
THE ANATOMY OF MELANCHOLY. Demy Svo, cloth extra, 7*. 6d.
MELANCHOLY ANATOMISED. Abridgment of Burton's Anat. Post Svo, 2n. 0<l

rAlNE (T. HALL), NOVELS BY. Crown Svo, doth extra, 3s. «d. eac
^^ post Svo. iliustrdled boards, iji*. eacti ; cloth limp, 2», <ifl. each.

THE DEEMSTER.
"BLACl

SHADOW OF A CRIME. | A SON OF HAGAR.

CAMERON (COMMANDER). -THE CRUISE OF THE
PRINCE" PRIVATEER. By V. Lovett Cameron, R.N. Post Svo. boards, 2a

CAMERON (MRS. JH. LOVETT), NOVELS BY. Post svo. must, bds., s<»,eaci

JUWBT'S Oy^RPlAS. I PgiCPIVEBP EVER,
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ICARLYLE (THOMAS) ON THE CHOICE OF BOOKS. With Life
by R. II. SnKPiiKRi), and Three Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth extra, Im. HA.

CORRESPONDENCE OF THOMAS CARLYLE ANDR. W. EMERSON, 1834 to 1872.
Edited by C. E_^Norton. With Fortrrii ts. Two Vols., crown Bvo. cloth, 'J4w.

ICARLYLE (JANE WELSH), LIFE OF. By MrsTALEXANDER^lRELAND:
With Portrait aiuj Facsimile Letter. Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, T*. tf«l.

I

CHAPMAN'S (GEORGE) WORKSr—Voiri.; Pla)^:=:VoiriI.7Po^s and
Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C. Swinburne.—Vol. III., Translations of
the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, On. each.

ICHATTO AND JACKSON.^=XTREATISE ONTWOOD engraving:
By W. A. Chatto and J. Jackson^^ With 450 fine Illust s. ^Large 4to, hf.-bd., 'JNa.

ICHAUCER FOR CHILDREN llTGoldenlKejr^BT^MFsrHTlOiA'v^^
With 8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. Small 4to, cloth extra, 3a. ttd.

CHAUCER FOR SCHOOLS. By Mrs, H. K. Haweis. DemySvo. cloth limp, tin. 6d.

ICLARE (A.):—FOR THE LOVE OF A LASS. Post8vo,2s. ; cl.,2s. 6d.
CLIVE~(MRS. ARCHER), NOVELS BY. Post «vo, illust. boards 3«. each.

PAUL FERROLL._ | WHY PAUL FERROLL KILLED HIS WIFE.

ICLODD.-MYTHS AND DREAMS. By Edward Clodd. F.RTa.s;
Second Edition, Revised. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3n. 6«l.

|C0BBAN7jrMACLAREN)71^OVELS~BY:
THE CURE OF SOULS. Post 8vo, illustrated hoards, 3«.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, .'<<•. tfd. each.
THE RED SULTAN. '__^ | THE BURDEN OF ISABEL. [Shortly.

WORKS BY
I HAVE KNOWN. Two Vols., 8vo, cloth, a4i».

With 21 Illusts. by J. C. Dollman. Cr. 8vo, cI., Im. 6«I.

lOOLERIDGE.—THE SEVEN^SLEEPERS OF EPHESUS~By"MrK.
Coleridge. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, Is. ttd.

COLEMANTJOHN), WOMS
I PLAYERS AND PLAYWRIGHTS

CURLY: An Actor's Story

COLLINS (C. ALLSTON).~THE BAR SINISTER. Post 8vo, 2s.

ICOLLINS (MORTIMER AND FRANCES), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, tin. Od. each ;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3i«. each.
FROM MIDNIGHT TO MIDNIGHT. | BLACKSMITH AND SCHOLAR.

by P. Macna^I TRANSMIGRATION, j YOU PLAY ME FALSE. | A VILLAGE COMEDY.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, tim. each.

[gWEET ANNE PAGE. | FIGHTWITH FORTUNE.
|
SWEET & TWENTY. | FRANCES.

jcoLi.iNS (wilkTe), novels by.
Cr. 3vo, c1. ex., Sm. iid. each ; t^ost 8vn, illust. bds,, 3n. each ; c1. limp, Si. (Jd. eaob,
ANTONINA. With a Frnntispieco by Sir John Gilbert, R.A,
BASIL. Illustrated by Sir John Gilbert, R.A., and J. Mahoney. ^

HIDE AND SEEK. Illustrated by Sir John Gilbert, R.A., and J. Mahonrv.
AFTER DARK. Illustrations by A. B. Houghton. | THE TWO DESTINIES.
THE DEAD SECRET. With a Frontispiece by Sir John Gilbert, K.A.
?UEEN OF HEARTS. With a Frontispiece by Sir John Gilbert, R.A.
HE WOMAN IN WHITE. V/ith Illusts. by Sir J. Gilbert, R.A,, and F. A. Fraser.
NO NAME. With Illustrations by Sir

J.
E. Millais, R.A., and A. W, Cooper.

MY MISCELLANIES. Witli a vSteel-plate Portrait of Wilkie Collins.
ARMADALE. With Illustrations by G. H. Thomas.
THE MOONSTONE. With Illustrations by G. Du MAtJRiERand F. A. Frasbr.
MAN AND WIFE. With Illustrations by William Small.
POOR MISS FINCH. Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and Edward Hughes.
MISS OR MRS.? With Illiists. by S. L. Fildks, R.A., and Henry Woods, A.R.A.
THE NEW MAGDALEN. Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and C. S. Keinhardt.
THE FROZEN DEEP. Illustrated by G. l)u Maurier and J. Mahoney.
THE LAW AND THE LADY. Illusts. by S. L. Fildks, R.A., and Sydney Hall.
THE HAUNTED HOTEL. Illustr.ued hv Arthtu Hohkins.
THE FALLEN LEAVES.
JEZEBEL'S DAUGHTER.
THE BLACK ROBE.

THE EVIL GENIUS.
LITTLE NOVELS.
THE LEGACY OF CAIN.

Popular Kdnion. Medium 8vo, Od. ; cloth, 1m.

HEART AND SCIENCE.
"I SAY NO."
A ROGUE'S LIFE.

BLIND LOVE. Witn Preface by Wai.tkr Besant, and Illusts. by A. Fokestier
THE WOMAN IN WHITE.

IPOLLINS (JOHN CHURtON, CA.),~B00KS BY.
~—

ILLUSTRATIONS OF TENNYSON. Crown Hvn, rioth extra, «.
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COLMAN'S (GEORGE) HUMOROUS WORKS; "Broad Grins," "My
Nightgown and Slippers," &c. With Life and Fronds. Cr. 8vo, ol. extra, tm. 6<l.

COLQUHOUN.-EVERY INCH A SOLDIER : A Novel. By u7l
CoLQUHOUN. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ila.

COIIVALESCENT COOKERY: A Family Handbook.
Ryaw. Crown 8vo, !.; cloth limp. Is. 6d^

CONWAY (MONCURE D.), WORKS BY.
,DBMONOLOGY AMD DEVIL.LOHE. 65 Illustrations. Two Vols., 8vo. cloth, 3!S«.

OEOROE WABHINOTOM'S RULES OP CIYIUTY. Fcap. 8vo, Jap, vellum, 3m. «d!

COOK (CUTTON), NOVELS BY.
PAUL FOSTER'S DAUGHTER. Cr. 8vo. cl.

I^EO. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ftm.

ex., 3a. 6d.; post 8vo,illust. boards, its.

COOPER (EDWARD H.)-GEOPFORY HAMILTON. Cr. Svc^SsTed.

CORNWALL.-PDP0LAR~!iOMANCES OF THE WEST OF ENG-
LAHD^ or, The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old Cornwall. Collected
by RoBBRT Hunt, F.R.S. Two Steel-plates by Gbo.Cruikshawk. C r. 8vo, cl., 7». <J»|.

COTES.—TWO GIRLS ON A BARGE. By V. Cecil CotesT With
44 Illn^trations by F. H. Townsend. Post 8vo, cloth, Hm. 6d.

CRADDOCK (C. EGBERT), STORIES BV: ,

PROPHEToftheOREAT SMOKY MOUNTAINS. Post8vo,illust.bds.,Ss.;cI.,3i«.6d.
HIS YAMIBHED STAR. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3b. «d. [Shortly

CRELLIN (H. N.), BOOKS BY.
~

ROMANCES of the OLD SERAGLIO. 28 Illusts. by S. L. Wood. Cr. Svo, cl., 3«. «d. I

THE HAZAREHES; A Drama. Crown 8vo. la.

CRIM.—ADVENTURES OF A FAIR REBEL. By Matt Crim. With
I

a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. tfd. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, "in ,

CROKER (B.M.), NOVELS BY. Crown Svo.cloth extra, 3a. 6d, each; post I

Svo, illustrated boards, 9a. each ; cloth limp, 3a. Od. each.
PRETTY MISS NEVILLE. I DIAN.^ BARRINGTOH.
A BIRD OF PASSAGE. PROPER PRIDE.
A FAMILY LIKENESS. \ "TO LET."

,

MR. JBRYIS. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, IS*, nett.

CRUIKSHANK'S COMIC ALMANACK. Complete in Two Series:!
The First from 1835 to 1843; the Second from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering ofl
the Best Humour of Thackeray, Hood, Mayhew, Albert Smith, A'Beckett,!
Robert Brough, &c. With numerous Steel EuRravings and Woodcuts by Cruik- I

SHANK, HiNE, Landells, &c. Two Vols., crowu Svo, cloth gilt, y». Gd. each. I

THE LIFE OF GEORGE GRUIKSHANK. By Blanchard Jerrold. With 84
Illustrations and a Bibliography. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6a.

CUMMING (C. FrGORDOKrWORKS BY. Demy Svo, cl. ex., Sa. Od. each.
|

IN THE HEBRIDES. With Autotype Facsimile and 23 Illustrations.

IN THE HIMALAYAS AND ON THE INDIAN PLAINS. With 42 IllustraUons.
TWO HAPPY YEARS IN CEYLON. With a8 Illustrations.

VIA CORNWALL TO EGYP¥r~With Photogravure Frontis. Demy Svo, cl., 7b. «d. I

CUSSANS.-A HANDBOOK OF HERALDRY; with Instructions for

Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS., &c. By John E. Cussans. With I

408 Woodcuts and 2 Coloured Plates. Fourth edition, revised, crown Svo, cloth, 6n. I

CYPLES(W.)—HEARTS of GOLD. Cr . 8vo, cl. .3s. Gd. ;
post 8vo.bdiT2s.

TiANIEL.—MERRIE ENGLAND IN^ THE OLDEN TIME. ByGi^^i^
*^ Daniel. With Illustrations by Robert Cruikshank. Crown Svo. cloth extra. 38. Bd. I

DAUDET.—THE EVANGELIST ; or, Port Salvation. By Alphonse|
DAt^DKT. Crown 8vo. cloth ex tra. 3a. fid.; pos t Svo, illustrated boards, 3a.

DAVIDSON.—MR. STDXEFS~DAUGHTERS: By Hugh Coleman
|

Davidson. With a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, clo th extra, 3a. fid.

DAVIlSlDRlCEryORKE-), WORKSBYTcr. Svo, la.ea.; cl., la. «d.ea;
ONE THOUSAND MEDICAL MAXIMS AND SURGICAL HINTS.
NURSERY HINTS: A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease.

FOODS FOR THE PAT: A Treatise on Corpulency, and a Dietary for its Curf),

AIDS TO LONG LIFE, Crowu 8vo, «*, ; clotMrmp. a*. «d,

By Catherine HDE

1'^.
*••.*;



St. boards, 3a.

vo,cl.,3«. ttd.

idteacb; post
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DAVIES' (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, for the first

time Collected and Edited, with Memorial- Introduction and Notes, by tbe Rev. A. U.
Grosart, D.D. Two Vols ., crown 8vo. cloth boards, lltm,

DAWSON.-THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH. By Erasmus Dawson.
M.B. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, :{m. 6<I. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, *Jtm.

1

DE'GUERIN.-THEToURNAL of MAURICE DE GUERIN. Edited
by G. S. Trebutien. With a Memoir by Sainte-Bkuve. TranslateAl from the
20th French Edition byjEsstKP. Frothingham. Fcap, Svo, half-bound, '^w. Oil.

IDE MAISTRE7^^^T7oURNEY ROUND MY ROOM. By Xavibr de
Maistke. Translated by Henry Attwell. Post 8vo, cloth limp, ttn. Od.

I
DE MILI7e^A~CASTLY1n~^PAIN. By James De Mille. With a

Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3m. (id.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, '^m,

IDERBY (THEJl—THEBLUEIiIBBON of THE TURF. With Brief
Accounts of The Oaks. Bv Louis Henry Curzon. Cr. 8vo, cloth limp, *Jm, 6d.

IDERWENT (LEITH), novels by. Cr.8vo.cl.,:i».Od.ea.;po3t8vo,bds..!*.!^
OUR LADY OF TEARS. | CIRCE'S LOVERS.

IDEWAR.—A RAMBLE ROUND THE GLOBE. By T. R. Dbwar.
With 220 Illustrations by W. L. Wyllie, A.R.A., Sydney Cowell, A, S. Fcmirest,
S. L. Woon, James Greio, &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, tu, Cd. IShortly.

|DICKENS7CHARLES), NOVELS BYr~Post Svo. iiinsti^d boards, fh^each.
SKETCHES BY BOZ. I NICHOLAS NICKLBBY.
THE PICKWICK PAPERS. | OLIVER TWIST.
THE SPEECHES OF CHARLES DICKENS, 1841-1870. With a New Bibliography.

Edited by RicHARn Herne Shepherd. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Os.
ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS. By Alfred Rimmer. With 57 IlluBtrations

by C.A. Vanderhoof, Alfred Rimmer, and others. Sq. 8vo, cloth extra, 7». 6d.

IDICTIONARIES.
JL DICTIONARY OF MIRACLES: Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatia By the Rev.

E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y«. 6d.
THE READER'S HANDBOOK OF ALLUSIONS, REFERENCES, PLOTS, AND

STORIES. By the Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. With an Enqlish BiBLioaRAPHY.
Fifteenth Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 7«. Od.

AUTHORS AND THEIR WORKS, WITH THE DATES. Cr. 8vo, cloth limp, 3ii.

FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OF GREAT MEN. With Historical and Explana-
tory Notes. Bv Samuel A. Bent, A.M. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Tn. Od.

SLANG DICTIONAlRY : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. Cr. 8vo, cl., «iii. 6d.
WOMEN OF THE DAY: A Biographical Dictionary. By F.Hays. Cr.Svo, cl., 5»,
WORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-ut-

the-Way Matters. By Eliezer Edwards . Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 7«. Od.

IDIDEROT.—THE PARADOX OF ACTINGT Translated, with Annota-
tions, from Diderot's "Le ParadoxesurleConiedien," by Walter Herries Pollock.
With a Preface by Henry Irving. Crown 8vo, parchment, 4>. Od.

IDOBSON (AUSTIN), WORKS BY.
THOMAS BEWICK ft HIS PUPILS. With 95 Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth. Ob,
FOUR FRENCHWOMEN. With 4 Portraits. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, Om.
EIGHTEENTH CENTURY VIGNETTES. Two Series. Cr.Svo, buckram. On. each.

IdOBSON (W. T.)-P0ETICAL INGENUITIES AND ECCENTRICI-
TIES. Post^vo,c|othjimip^».j»d^

)dN6VAN (DICK), DETECTIVE STORIES BY.
Post 8vo. illustrated boards, ^2»m each; cloth limp, 'Js. Od. each.

THE HAN-HUNTER. | WANTED!
CAUGHT AT LAST!
TRACKED AND TAKEN.
WHO POISONED HETTY DUNCAN?

A DETECTIVE'S TRIUMPHS.
IN THE GRIP OF THE LAW.
FROM INFORMATION BECEIVEa
LINK BY LINK.

SUSPICION AROUSED.

Crown 8vo, cloth, '3m, Od. each ; post 8vo, boards, )l«. each ; cloth, 3a. Od. each.
THE MAN FROM MANCHESTER. With 23 Illustrations.

TRACKED TO DOOM. With 6 full-page Illustrations by Gordon Browne.

)0YLE1cONAN).-THE FIRM OF GIRDLESTONE. By A. Conah
DoYLB, Author of " Micab Clarke." Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3i. Od.



8 eoOKd PUBLISHED BY

'

DRAMATISTS, THE OLD. with vignette Portraits. Cr.Svo.cl. ex., ««. per Vcl.

BEN JONBON'B WORKS. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio
graphical Memoir by Wm. Gifford. Edited by Col. Cunningham. Three Vols.

CHAPMAN'S WORKS. Complete in Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Flays
complete; Vol. II., Poems and Minor Translations, with an Introductory Essay
by A. C. SwiNitiiRNE ; Vol. III., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey.

MARLOWE'S WORKS. Edited, with Notes, by Col. Cunninoham. One Vol.
MASSINGER'S PLAY8._ From Giffor^'s Text. Edit by Col .Cun ningham, OneVnl.

Duncan (SARA JEANNETTE), WORKS BY. cr. 8vo. ci.>«.'«,i. c,i< i,.

A SOCIAL DEPARTURE: How Orthodocia and I Went round the World by Uur*
selves. With iii Illustrations by F. H. Townsf.nd.

AN AMERICAN GIRL IN LONDON. With Ho Illustrations by P. H. Townsfnd.
THE SIMPLE ADVENTURES^OF A MEMSAHIB. Illustrated by F. H.Townsknd,
A DAUGHTER OP TO-DAY. Two Vols., crown 8vo, lOs. net.

VERNON'S AUNT. With47 Illustsi.by Hal Hurst. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,:N.«tl. [Shortly.'

DYER.-THE FOLK-LORE OF PLANTS. By Rev. T. b\ Tiiisui.t( n
DvKn,_M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, (in.

EARLY ENGLiSH POETSl Edked, with Introductions and Annota.
tions, bv Rev. A. H.Grosart, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, Vm. per Volume.

FLETCHER'S (GILES) COMPLETE POEMS. One Vol.

DAVIES' (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Two Vols.
HERRICK'S (ROBERT) COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS. Three Vols.

SIDNEY'S (SIR PHILIP! COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Three Vols.

JEDGCUMBE.—ZEPHYRUS : A Holiday in Braziland on the Kivor ri;.te

By E. K. I'KARCE ii )ocuMHF.. With 41 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, .'in.

EDTSONTTHE LIFE& INVENTIONS OF THOMAS A. ByW.K.L.amll
A.Dickson. 250 Ulusts. by R. F. Outcalt, &c. Demy 4to, linen gilt, I Sm. [Shortly,]

EDWARDES (MRS. ANNIE), NOVELS BY:
A POINT OF HONOUR. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, iln.

ARCHIE LOVELL. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, '.im. «<l.j_post 8vo, illust. boards, 2d.

EDWARDS (ELIEZER).-W&RDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A

I

Dictjonary^f Quaint Matters. By Ehezkr Edwa rds. Crown Svo, cloth, 7 m. Oil.

EDWARDS (M. BETHAM-), NOVELS BY.
KITTY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, '2h. ; cloth limp, tlm. 6d.
FELICIA. Post Svo, illustrated boards, ttu.

EGERTONT^SUSSEX FOLK &^^ WAYS, by Rev.J . C. Egerton.
j

With Introduction by'Kev. Dr. H. Wage, and 4 Illustrations. Cr. Svo, cloth ex., 5«.

EgGLESTO'NTEDWARJDQ^^ROXY : A Novel. P^t 8vo, illust. bds.
, 2s.|

ENGLISHMAN'S HOUSE, THE: A Practical Guide to all interested in

Selecting or Building a House ; with Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C. |.l

Richardson. With Coloured Frontispiece and 600 Illusts. Crown Svo, cloth, 7n, 4i<l.|

EWALDCALEXrCHARLESrF.STAOrWdRKSBY.
THE LIFE AND TIMES OF PRINCE CHARLES STUART. Count of Albanyl

(Thk Young Prktknder). With a Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Th. ««l. I

STORIES FROM THE STATE PAPERS. With an Autotype. Crown Svo. cloth, tiw.

EYES, OUR : How to Preserve Them from Infancy to Old Age. B)
John Brownin g, F.R.A.S. With 7 Illusts. Eighteenth Thousand. Crown Svo, ]ii.|

JTAMILIAR SHORT SAYlMS^OFGREATMENrBy SA^iiFErARTHUF
Bent. A.M. Fiith Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown Svo, cloth extra, tit, (i«l.

FARADAY (MICHAEL), WORKS BY. Post Svo, cloth extra, 4s. Od.each.l
- THE CHEMICAL HISTORY OF A CANDLE: Lectures delivered before a Juvenila|

Audience. Edited bv William Crookf.r. F'.C.S. With numerous IlluRfrations.

ON THE VARIOUS FORCES OF NATURE, AND THEIR RELATIONS T0|
EACH OTHER. Edited by William Crookes. F.C.S. W^th Illustrations.

FARRER (J. ANSON), WORKS BY.
MILITARY MANNERS AND CUSTOMS. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.
WAR : Three Essays, reprinted from " Military Manners." Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cl., Is.GilJ

YENN (G. MANVILLE), NOVELS BY.
THE NEW MISTRESS. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, »b. 6d. post Svo, Illust. boards, 3iJ

Crown Svo, cloth extra. 3a. <id. ••ach.

WITNESS TO THE DEED. I THE TIGBS LILY. | THE WHITE VIBQIN. [Shortlfi
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IFIN-BEC—THE CUPBOARD PAPERS: Observations on the Art of
Living and Dining, lly Fin-U ec. Post 8v o. cloth Ihnp.JJi*. IW.

IFIREWORKSTTHETCOMPLETE ART~0F making'; or, TheTyro:
f'hnist's Treasury. By Thomas Kkntish. With 267 Ulustrationy. Cr. 8vo, cl., !i».

IFIRSTHBOOK, my. By Walter Besant, J. K. Jerome, R. L. Steves.
SON, and others. With a Prefatory Story by Jeromk K. Jerome, and nearly 300
Illustrations. Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7ii. 4{d.

IFITZGERALD (PERCY, M.AT^F.SrAT), WORKS~^BY.
THE WORLD BEHIND THE SCENES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3m. fid.
LITTLE ESSAYS: Passages from Letters of Charles Lamb. Post 8yo, cl.. tin. Ad.
A DAY'S TOUR; Journey through France and Belgium. With Sketches. Cr. 4to. In.
FATAL ZERO. Crown 8vo , clotti extr a. ',lm. ltd. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 'Jm.

Post 8vo, illustryfjd boards, Jin. each.
Br;LLA DONNA. I LADY OF BRANTOME. I THE SECOND MRS. TILLOTSON.
POLLY.

I
NEVER FORGOTTEN. I

SEVENTY-FIVE BROOKE STREET.
LIFE OF JAMES BOSWELL (of Auchinleck;. With an Account ot his Sayings,

l)oiii"s, and Writiii^:s; and Four Portraits. Two Vols,, demy Hvo, c.lolh, '24m.
THE SAVOY OPERA. With 6 Illustrations and Portraits. Cr. 8vo, clotli, ;<». «d.

Iflammarion (CamiiXE), works by.
POPULAR r.olTRONOHY : A General Description of the Heavens. Trans, by J. E.

GoKE,F.R.A,S. With 3 Plates and 2b8 Illusts. Medium 8vo, cloth, I ««. [Shortly,
URANIA : A Romance. With 87 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, S*.

FLETCHER'SCGILESrB.DTrCOMPLETE'POEMS: Christ's Victoria
in Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, Christ's Triumph over Death, and Minor
Poems. With Notes by Rev. A. B. Gro.sart, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards. Urn.

FONBLANQUE (ALBANYi:^FlLfHY LUCRE. Post 8^illusrbds ,2s;

FRANCILLON (R. E.), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo. cloth extra. ;l«. Hd. each: post 8vo, illustrated boards. i8«. each,

ONE BY ONE.
I
QUEEN COPHETUA.

|
A REAL QUEEN,

i
KINO OR KNAVE?

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, III*. 4>d. each.
ROPES OF SAND. Illustrated. I JACK DOYLE'S DAUGHTER. [Shortly.

A DOG AND HIS SHADOW.
|

OLYMPIA. PostSvo, illust. bds., a*. | ESTHER'S GLOVE. Fcap.8vo,pict.coyer, !,
ROMANCES OF THE LAW. Post^vo. illustrated boards, a*.

rREDERiC (HAROLD), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, iilust. bds, 2s. eachf
SETH'S BROTHER'S WIFE.

|
THE LAWTON GIRL.

fRENCH LITERATURE, A HISTORY OF. By Henry Van Laun:
Three Vols., demy 8vo, cloth boarrts, 7>*. Htl. each.

fRERE.—PANDURANG^HARI ;"or7 Memoirs'of a Hindoo.^ With Pre-
face by Sir Barti.e Fkkrk. Crown 8vo, cloth, ii». Od. ; post Hvo, illnst. bds., '.lit.

[RISWELL (HAIN).-ONE OF TWO :' A NoveirPost 8voTiTi^^lxb.72j,

[ROST (THOMAS)V WORKS BY. Crown Svo. doth extra, :««. «d. each.

CIRCUS LIFE AND CIRCUS CELEBRITIES. I LIVES OF THE CONJURERS.
THE OLD SHOWMEN AND THE OLD LONDON FAIRS.

^RY'S (HERBERT) ROYAL GUIDE TO THE LONDON CHARITIES.
Kdited by John I-ANK. Published Annually. Crown 8vo, cloth, I h, <hl.

ARDENING BOOKSL Post av^o. l*. each ; cloth limp, tn. lid. each^
A YEAR'S WORK IN GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE. By George Glenny.
HOUSEHOLD HORTICULTURE. By Tom and |ane Jerkold. Illustrated.

THE GARDEN THAT PAID THE RENT. By Tom Jerkold.
OUR KITCHEN GARDEN. By Tom Jerrold. Crown 8vo, cloth, I m. Od.
MY GARDEN WILD. By FjtANCts G. Heath. Crown «vo, cloth extra, <i4.

lARRETT.—THE CAPEL GIRLS: A Novel. By Edward Garkett.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Itm. 4»d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, '2».

(AULOT.—THE RED SHIRTS : A Story of the Revolution. By Paul
(Iaui^ot, Translated by y. A. }. de Villiers. Crown 8vo, cloth, ;>.«». <»d.

jENTLEMAN'SlffAGAZrN]0'HE7~ls. Monthly. AnicIes^upoiTLit^a'-
tiire, Science and Art, and "TABLE TALK" by Syi.vANUs Urban, appear monthly.
*^* H'^uiti Vnlumes for recent vfai"i liefit in ftnck, Sf, till, each. Cityfs fur hiit,ttnir, 'Sm,

KNTLEMAN'S'ANNUAVTHE.~>"ubllihcd Annually in November, is.



10 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

i:

GERMAN POPULAR STORIES. Collected by the Brothers Grimm
and Tran8lated1)y Eugar Taylor. With Introduction by John Ruskin, and « Steel

Plates after Gkoroe Cruikshank. Square 8vo, cloth, <>. 6d.; gilt edgns. Tii. ftdi.

GIBBON (CHARLES), NOVELS BY.
Crown evo, cloili extra, 3h. ttd. each

;
post 8vo, iUuntrated boards, 3«. each._ . ^jj^ GOLDEN SHAFT.
OF HIGH DEGREE.

ROBIH GRAY. | LOYIIIO A DREAM.
THE FLOWER OF THE FOREST.

THE DEAD HEART.
FOR LACK OF GOLD.
WHAT WILL T:IE WORLD BAT?
FOR THE KING.

I
A HARD KNOT.

RUEEN OF THE MEADOW.
I PASTURES GREEN.

Post Uvo, illustrated boards. *J», each.
IN LOVE AND WAR.
A HEART'S PROBLEM.
BY MEAD AND STREAM.
THE BRAES OF YARROW.
FANCY FREE. I IN HONOUR BOURD.I
HEART'S DELIGHT.

I BLOOD-MONEY.I

GifiNEY (SOMERVILLE).-SENTENCED i Cr. 8vo. Is. ; cl.. is. 6d.

GILBERT (WILLIAM), NOVELS BY. Post Svo. illustrated boards. «n. each.
DR. AUSTIN'S GUESTS. JAMES DUKE, COSTERMONOER.
THE WIZARD^OFJ'HE MOUNTAIN. _

GILBERT (W. S.), ORIGINAL PLAYSlBY. Two Series, 2s. 6d. each.
The First Series contains: The Wicked World—Pygmalion and Galatea-

Charity—The Princess—The Palace of Truth—Trial oy Jury.
The Shcond Seriks: Broken Hearts—iincaKod—Sweethearts—Gretchen—Dan'lj

Druce—Tom Cobb—H. M.S. " Pinafmn —The Sorcerer— Pirates of PcnzanceJ

EIGHT ORIGINAL COMIC^OPERAS written byVV. S. Gn.nKRT. Containing
The oorcerer—H.M.S. "Pinafore"—Pirates of Penzance—lolanthe—Patience-
Princess IdA—The Mikado—Trial by Jury. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 'im, (id.

THE "GILBERT AND SULLIVAN" BIRTHDAY BOOK: Quotations for Kveri
•Day in the Year, Selected from Plays by W. S. Giluert set to Music by Sir

,

.Sullivan. Compiled by Alkx. Watson. Royal i6itiq, Jap , leather, 'it, Oil.

GLANVTLLE (ERNEST), NOVELSBY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3m. 4i«l. each

;
post 8vo, illtistrated boards, *2m. each.

THE LOST HEIRESS: A Talc of Love, Battle, and Adventure. With 2 lllusts.

THE FOSSIOKER; A Romance of Mashonaland. With 2 lllusts. by Huuk Nisbei

A FAIR COLONI ST. With¥ Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, ;<a. «d.

GLENNV:==A^fEAR'S WORK IN GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE]
Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Mana(;emeut of the Flower, l<rui|

and Frame Garden. By George Glennv. Post 8vo, Iw. ; cloth limp. Is. ttd.

GODWIN.-LIVES OF"THE NECROMANCERS. By Wii:i:E^G^
WIN. Post 8vo, cloth limp, iCx.

GOLDEN TREASURY OP THOUGHT. THE: An Encyclopaedia
Quotations. Edited by Theodore Taylor. Crown 8vo. cloth gilt. Tw. Od.

GONTAUT, MEMOIRS OF THE DUCHE.-SE DE, Gouvemant^o
Children of France, i77:)-t836. With Photogravure Fiontispieces, Two Vols., sma
demy 8vo, cloth extra, illit.

G001)MAN.-THE FATE OF HERBERV WAYNE. By E. J. Gooe
MAN, Author of "Too Curious." Crown 8vo, cloth, its, Od.

GRAHAM. -THE PROFESSOR'S WIFE: A Story By Leonaf
Graham. Fcap. 8vo, picture cover. Is.

GREEKS AND MMANSTTHE LIFE OF THE, described fro(
Antique Monuments. By Ernst Guhl and W. Koner. Edited by Dr. F. Hueffe|
With 545 Illustrations. Large crown 8vo. cloth extra, Ta. 6d.

GREENW00DnfJAMES)7W0RKS BY. Cr. Svo. doth extra. 3*. 6d. eac

THE WILDS OF LONDON. |
LOW-LIFE DEEPS.

GREVILLE (HENRY), NOVELS BY:
NIKANOR. Translated by Eliza E. Chase. With 8 Illustrations. Crown 8v

cloth extra, tts. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, ils.

A NOBLE WOMAN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Ha. ; post Svo. illustrated boards, 9i

GRIFFITH.—CORINTHIA MARAZION : A Novel. By Cecil Grij
FiTH. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3a. Od. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3a.

GRUNDY.-THE days of his VANITY: A Passage in the Life
I

a Young Ma». ^y Syonby Qrunpv. Crowo 8vo, clotb extra, {J«, <}d,

.Jl',4iiL.
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UABBERTON (JOHN, Author of " Helen's Babies"). NOVELS BY.
'' I'ost 8vo, illustrated boards 'Jm, eitch ; cloth limp, 'J«; Od. each.

BRUETON'S BAYOU. |

^ , ^.w... limp, «— «,
COUNTRY LUOK.

HAIR, THE : its Treatment in Health. Weakness, mid Disease. Trans-
_ lated from tlin German ot Dr. ]. Pivct;s. Crown 8vo. In. ^ cloth. 1«. <td,

HAKE (DR. THOMAS GORDON), "PiOEMS SY. Cr. sto. d. ex . «.. each.
NEW SYMBOLS. | LEGENDS OF THE MORROW, j THE BBRPM.NT PLAY.
MAIDEN EC3TA8Y._Sman4to, cloth BxtraTHJi."

HALL.-SKETCHES OF IRISH CHARACTER. By Mrs. S.C. Hall.
Witt) numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by MacUSK, GiLBStTi Harvby, and
Gkokck Ckuikshank. Medium 8to. cloth extra, 7». <W.

HALLIDAY (ANDR. ).-EVETSY-T)Airi»ia»ESS~Fost 8vo. bds., 2s.

;iandwriting; THE philosophiTof:
and Explatiatorv Text

HANKY-PANKYT~Eii^rricks, Whlti
Kdited by W. H. Crrmk.r. With 200 Illustrations. Crown Hvo, cloth extra. 4«. HH,

With over 100 Facsimiles
By Don Fklix ok Salam awca. Pos t 8vo, cloth Hm p. '^m. Wd.

Magic, Sleight orHand, &c.

HARDY (LADY DUFFUS). - PAULJVYFTER'S SACRIFICE. 2s.

HARDY (THOMAS). -UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE. By
Thomas Haruv, Author of'Tess." With Portrait and 15 Illustrations. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3n. 0«l. % post 8vo. illustrated boards, jjw. ; cloth limp, '.I*. Od,

HARPER (CHARLES G.), WORKS BY". Demy 8vo. cIPtb exiraVim,each.
THE BRIGHTON ROAD. With Photogravure Frontispiece ana 90 Illustrations.

FROM PADDINGTON TO PENZANCE: The Record of a SumnierTramp. 105Jllusts.

HARW()OD.-THE TENTH EARL. By jniERWiCK Harwood. Post
8vo, illustrated boards, tit*.

.
> :

' . > ; ;.<,

HAWEIS (MRS. H. R.), WORKS BY. Square Svo. doth extra, «. each.
THE ART OF BEAUTY. With Coloured Frontispiece and 91 IllusdariOiis.

THE ART OP DECORATION. With Coloured Ffontispiece and 74 lUuEtratlons.

THE ART OF DRESS. With 32 Illustrations. Post 8vo, la.; cloth, la. «d.
CHAUCER FOR SCHOOLS. Demv 8vo, doth limp, *jM.«d.
CHAUCER FOR CHILDREN. ^ S Illnsts. ( 8 Coloured^. Sw. 410, cl. ojcha. 3*. «d.

I

HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.,M. A.).-AMERICAN HUMORISTS : Washington
Irvino, Oliver Wendell Holmes, James Russell Lowell, Artemus^ Ward,
Mark Twain, and Bret Hartk, Third Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. Sm,

iHAWLEYllMART.-WltHOUt LOVE OR LICENCE: A Novel. By
Hawley Smart. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, .'I n. tfd . < post bvo, illustrated boards, *2m,

I
HAWTH0lRNE^^=^0UR~0LD~H0ME.~~^B71^Af5iNrEi: IffAWTHOR^

Annotated with Passages from the Author's Note-book, and Illustrated with 31
Photogravures. Two Vols., crown Bvo. buckram, gilt top, 15a.

JHAWTHORNE (JULIAN), NOVELS^y!
Crown Svo, cloth extra, H», 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3a. each.

OARTH. I
ELLICE QUEHTIH. | BEATRIX RANDOLPH. I DUST.

SEBASTIAN STROME. DAVID POINDEXTER.
FORTUNE'S FOOL. I THE SPECTRE OF THE CAMERA,

MISS CADOGHA.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3a. each.

I
LOVE-OR A NAME.

MRS. GAINSBOROUGH'S DIAMONDS. Fcap. 8vo. illustrated cover, la.

MY GARDEN WILD, AND WHATIHEATH.
By Francis Ghorge Heath

I GREW THERE.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, tta.

HELPS (SIR ARTHUR), WORKS BY. Post Svo. doth limp. 3a. tfd. each.
ANIMALS AND THEIR MASTERS. I SOCIAL PRESSURE.
IVAN DE BIROH ; A Novel. Cr. Svo, d. extra73a. «d. % post Svo, illust. bds., 3a.

IHENDERSON.-AGATHA PAGE

:

Crown Svo, cloth extra. 3a. 6d.
A Novel. By Isaac Henderson.

IHENTY (G. A.), NOVELS BY. Crown Svo. doth extra, 3a. tfd. each.
RUJUB THE JUGGLER. 8 Illusts. by Stanley L. Wood. Presentation Ed., Sa.
DOROTHY'S DOUBLE. [Shortly.

lERMAN.—A LEADING LADY. By Henry Herivian, joint-Author
ot "The Bishops' Bible.'* Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3a. ; cloth extra, 3a. Gd.



la BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

IJy Dr. Thkodor
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6a.

HERRICK*S (ROBERT) HESPERIDES. NOBLE NUMBERS. AND
COMPLETB COLLECTED POEMS. Willi Mcinoiiallntruductiun uiui Notes bv iliq

Kev. A. H. Orosakt, \).l). : St«!el Portrait, Ac. Th ree Volg.. crown Hvo. cl. b »ls . iNs.

HERTZKA.—FREELAND : A Social Anticipation.
Hk.htzka, Traiisl.it«.(l by Arthur Ransom.

HESSE-WARTEGG. -TUNIS: The Land and the People. By Chrvnlipr
Ernht von Hkshb-Wartkc.o. With as Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, c^othextra, Jl-*. 4I«I.

HITl (HEADON)r-ZAMBRA THE DETECTIVE. By Headon Hill.
post Hvo, illiistratod boards, 'im.\ cloth, '.jw . Oil.

HILL (JOHNrM.A.). WORKS BV:
TREASON-FELONY. Post 8vu,'ia^| THK COMIIOH ANCB8T0B. Cr. 8vo , ;ii». 6«l.

HINDLEY (CHARLES), WORKS BY.
TAVERN ANECDOTES AND SAYINGS: Including Reininisrpnren ronnprted with

Coltif! Houses, (JIubs, ^c. Willi llliislriiiioiis. I'rown Hvo, riolh, :i«. 0«l.

THE LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF A CHEAP JACK. Cr. Uvo. cloth •x., :(m. <IiI.

HOEY.—THE LOVER'S CREED. By Mrs. Cashkl Hoky. Post Hvo, 2s.

HOLLINGSHEAD (JOHN).- NIAGARA SPRAY. Crown Sv... is.

HOLMES.-THE SCIENCE OF VOICE PRODUCTION AND VOICE
PRESERVATION. Hy (iOkhon IIolmrs, M.O. Crown 8vo^ In. | cloth, In. (iti.

HOLMES (OLIVER WENDELLV WORKS BY.
THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFA8T-TABLE. IllnAtrat(>d by J. Gorios

Thomson. Post 8v«, cloth limp '-tm- <l«l. Anotlii-r Edition, post 8vo, cloth, 'i*.

THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREfiKFAST TABLE and THE PROFESSOR ATTHB
_ BREAKFAST-TABLE. In One Voi^ Post Svo, half-boimd, a«.

fiOOD'S'(THOM'AS) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse. With Lifo

of the Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Th. (id.

HOOD'S,WHIMS AND ODDITIES. With 85 Ilhists. Pest Svo, hall-bound, 'i«,

HOOD (TOM).-FROM NOWHERE TO THE NORTH POLE: A!
Noah's Arkaiological Narrative, liy Tom Hood. With 25 Illustrations by W. Brunton
and E. C. Barnk s. Square bvo, cloth extra, giU etigesjB»ii|^_

HOOK'S (THEODORA) CHOICE HUMOROUS WORKS; including hig

Ludicrous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With Lite of the AuthorJ
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7x. Oil.

RABY :~A Novel.'~Bf MfsrCEokg i

Portraits, Facsimiles, and Illustrations

HOUSEHOOPER.-THE HOUSE OF
Hooper. Post 8vo, illustrated boards , tin.

HOPKTNST
Hopkins.

-"'TWIXT LOVE AND DUTY:" A Novel. By Tighi
Post Svo. ill ustrated hoards, 'Jw.

HORNE. — ORIONT^An Epic Poem. By Richard HengTstHokneJ
With Photouraphic Portrait by Summer s. Tenth Edition. Cr.Svo, cloth extra, 7".

HUNGERFORDTMRX), Author of '^M^l^lB^iV"NOVELS BY.
Post Hvo, ill;istr.it(:d boards, "Jm. each ; cloth limp, tin. Ail. each.

A MAIDEN ALL FORLORN. I IN DURANCE VILE. | A MENTAL STRUGOLEj
MARVEL. I

A MODERN CIRCE.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, .*Ji«. 61I. each.

LADT VERNER'S FLIGHT. | THE RED-HOUSE MYSTERY.

HUNT.-ESSAYS BY LEIGH HUNT : A Tale for a Chim-nev Corni^
&c. Edited by Edmund Ollik r. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bd., 'J».

HUNT"(MRS. ALFRED), NOVELS BY:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, .In. <l«l. each; post Svo. illustrated boards. 'J*, each.
THE LEADEN CSASKET. | SELF-CONDEMNED. | THAT OTHER PERSON.

|

THORNICROFT'S MODEL. Post Svo, illustrated boards, '2».

MRS. JULIET. Crown Svo, cloth extra, Itm. «d.

HUTCHISON.-HINTS ON COLT-BREAKTNG. By W. M. Hutchisi^
With 25 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth ex tra, .'Im. Od.

HYi)ROPHOBIA : An Account of M. Pasteur's System ; Technique ol
his Method, and Statistics. By Rkwaxjd Suzor. M.B. Crown Svo. cloth extra, «h

TDLER (THE) : A Monthly Magazine. Profusely Illustr. edLMonthlyl
* The lirst Five Vols, now ready, cl. extra, a*, each ; Cases for Binding, Is.Od.eacti
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SADON Hll-L.

Cr.Svo, :iii.6tl.

Mrs. Geokoi

. HutchisonI

INGELOW (JEAN).-FATED TO BE FREE. poM8vo.iii.i^trai«<ib,is.. •j«.

INDOOR PAUPERS.Ky onk ok Tium, (rowii.Svoris.; cloth, Is. 6d.
INNKEEPER'S HANDBOOK (THE) AND LICENSED VICTUALLER S

MANUAL. Hv I. TiM.vDK-DAvtKs. Oown Hvn, In,; cloth, In. <t«l.

IRISH WIT AND HUMOUR, SONGS OF. Collecied^and Edited by
A. I'kuckvai, (Vkavks. I'ost tsva. clutli liini>, 'Ja. Kd.

JAMES.-A ROMANCE OF THE QUEEN'S HOUNDSn37cTiXKLE;
Jamks. Post ftvo, iiictiirr rover, l». ; riotli limp, Im. ft«l.

JAMESON.-MY DEAD SELF. By William Jameson." Post ~»vo7
lli\isiratR(i hoirds, '2m,i clnth, 'Jn. 4I<I.

JAPP.-DRAMATIC PICTURES, SONNETS, &c7 By aTH.Japp. LL.D.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Urn,

JAY (HARRIETT), NOVEL'S 'BY. Po., Bvo. illustrate.! boards. 4m. Mch.
THE DARK COLLEEN. I THE QUKEN OP CONNAUOHT.

JEFFERIES (RICHARD), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, doth limp. 'J..«d: each.

NATURE NEAR LONDON. |
THE LIFE OF THE FIELDS. | THE OPEN AIR.

"t* Also the IIand-madk Pai'kr I'^dmion, crown 8vo, buckram, nilt top, 0>i. each.

THE EULOGY OF RICHARD JEFFERIES. Hy Wai.tkk Dksant. Second EdU
tion With a Photo;:rapli Portr.iit. C'rijwn Hvo. cloth extra. <l<».

JENNINGS (H. J.), WORKS BY.
"

CURIOSITIES OF CRITICISM. Post svo, cloth llinp, 'ix. ({<l.

LORD TENNYSON: A I'.iourapliir.il Sketch. Post Mvd, Im. ; doth, In. Ad.

JEROME.—STAGELAND. JiyJi.KOMK K. Jickomk. With 64 llliistra-

tioiis liy
J. Hkknaiu) I'ak i uinriE, Si|iiaic ,Svo, pinlnrc cover. Im. ; rioth limp, 'Jn.

I
JERROLD.- THE BARBER'S CHAIR ; & THE HEDGEHOG LETTERS.

iiy DoiuiLAs ji'.KUoMi. post ^vii, pi iiiti'd oil I, (id p.ipiM' and liahd)oiind, 'J*.

IJERROLD (T0M4, WORKS BY. PostSvo, 1-. e.ich; cloth limp, in. Od.eacli.

THE GARDEN THAT PAID THE RENT.
HOUSEHOLD HORTICULTURE: A Gossipabont Flowers. Illustrated.

OUR KITCHEN GARDEN|^The Plants, ancrHow we Cook Thein.j:r. 8vo,cl.,l».6d.

I
JESSE.-SCENES AND OCCUPATiONS OF A COUNTRY LIFE, iiy

Kdward JicssK. Post Mvo, cloth limp, 'Jx.

I

JONES ( WILLIAM,~F.S.A.), WORKS BY. " CrTivo, cl. Mtra,'»ir«il. each.
FINGER-RING LORE: Historical, Lee;endary, and Anecdotal. With nearly 300

Illiistraiions. Second Kdiiion. Revised and Enlarged.
CREDULITIES, PAST AND PRESENT. Includngthe Sea and Seamen, Miners,

Talismans, Word and Letter Divination, Exotcising and blessing of Animals,
Birds, Egi!S, Luck. &c. With an Etched Frontispiece.

CROWNS AND CORONATIONS: A History of Regalia. With 100 Illustration8,_^

IJONSON'S (BEN) WORKS. With Notes Critica! and Explanatory,
aiKt a Piographical Memoir by William Gifkokd. Edited by Colonel Cunnino-
HAM. Three Vols., crown Mvo. cloth extra, «w. each. _

IJOSEPHUS, THE COMPLETE WORKS OF. TranslaTiJby Whiston.
Containing "The Antiquities of the Jews" and "The Wars oi the Jews." With 5a
Illustrations and Maps. Two Vols., demy 8vo, half-bound, fim. tid, __^ ^

IfEMPt.—PENCIL AND PALETTET Chapters on Art and Artists. By
* RoBKKT Kkm pt. Post Hvo, cloUi limp. '-*". <*«!• _^

;

KERSHAWT-COLONIAL FACTS AND FICTIONS: Humorous
Sketches. Bv Makk Kkrshaw. Post Hvo. illiistrHted boards. '2«. ; cloth, '.t*. <WI.

BY THEIKEYSER. — CUT BY THE MESS: A Novel.
C.nwn Bvo, picture cover. In. ; cloth limp. In. tfd.

By Arthur Kkysek,

KINix (SrASHE), NOViELS BY. Cr. Svo. cl., 3«. «d. «&. ,
post Svo, bds.. '^«. ea.

A DRAWN GAME. | "THE WEARING OF THE GREEN."
Post Svo, illustrated boards, i^x. eac^h.

PASSIOirS SLAVE. I
BELL BARRY.

KNIGHT.— THE PATIENT'S VADE MECUM : How to Get Most
benefit from Medical Advice. By William Knight, M.R.C.S., and Edward
Knight, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, la.; cloth limp, la. ttd.



V4 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

; I

j;

KNIGHTS (THE) OF THE LION : A Romance of the Thirteenth Century.
Edited, with an Introduction , by the Marquess ot Lorne, K.T. Cr avo rl. ex ffii.

LAMB'S (CHrRLES)~CdMPLEtE~WdRKSrjH~Prose ancTVerse,
including " Poetry for Children " and " Prince Dorus." Edited, with Notes and
Introduction, by K. H. Shepherd. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of a paga
of the "Essay on Roast Pig.'' Crown 8vo, half-bound, 7n. Od.

THE ESSAYS OP ELIA. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, iin.
LITTLE ESSAYS: Sketches and Characters by Charles Lamb, selected from his

Letters by Percy Fitzc.erald. Post 8vo, cloth limp, '2n. (mI.
THE DRAMATIC ESSAYS OF CHARLES LAMB. With Introduction and Notes

by Bkander Matthews, and Steel-plate Portrait. Fcap. 8vo, hf.-bd., '<i«. (i«|.

LANDOR.-CITATION AND EXAMINATION OF WILLIAM SHAKS-
PEARE, &c., before Sir Thomas Lucv, touchinR Deor-stealint;, igth September iss^
To which is added, A CONFERENCE OF MASTER EDMUND SPENSER with the
Earl of Essex, touching the State of Ireland, 1595. By Walter Savage Landor.
Fcap. 8vo, half-Roxburgne, Hm, Od

.

LANE.—THE THOUSAND AND ONE NIGHTS, commonly called in
England THE ARABIAN NIGHTS' ENTERTAINMENTS. Translated from the
Arabic, with Notes, by Edward William Lane. Illustrated by many hundred
Engravings (roni Designs by Harvey. Edited by Edward Stanley Poole. With a
Preface by Stanley Lane-Poole . Three Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, ya. 6d. each

LARWOOD (JACOB), WORKS BY.
'

THE STORY OF THE LONDON PARKS. With Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, »». 61I.
ANECDOTES OP THE CLEROY. Post 8vo, laid paper, half-bound, 28.

Post 8vo, cloth limp, S2m. Od. each.
FORENSIC ANEC5D0TES.

|
THEATRICAL ANECDOTES.

LEHMANN (R7C.) WORKS BY. Post8vo,picT. cover, l*.ea.7 cloth, IsTOdT^
HARRY FLUHYER AT CAHBRIDQE.
CONVERSATIONAL HINTS FOR YOUNG SHOOTERS; A Guide to Polite Talk.

LEIGH (HENRY S.), WORKS BY:
CAROLS OP COCKAYNE. Printed on hand-made paper, bound in buckram, Sn.
JEUX D'ESPRIT. Edited by Henry S. Lkigh. Post 8vo , cloth linn-. 'Jw. 6d.

LEYS(JOHN)i—THELlNDSAYS : A Romance. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.

LINTON (E. LYNN), WORKS BY. Post Svo.cloth limp. !4i..«d. each.

WITCH STORIES. |
OURSELVES; Essays on Women.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, Jin. Od. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, tJM. each.
PATRICIA KEMBALL.

| lONE. I UNDER WHICH LORD?
ATONEMENT OF LEAM DUNDAS. *'MY LOVE!" | SOWING THE WIND,
THE WORLD WELL LOST. I PASTON CAREW, Millionaire & Miser.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 'itu each.
THE REBEL OP THE FAMILY. I ^WITH A SILKEN THREAD.
THE ONE TOO MANY. Crown Svo. cloth, tt». Od . {Shortly.

FREESHOOTINQ ; Extracts froir Works ot Mrs. Lintom. Post Svo, cloth, a«. Od.

LONGFELLOW'S PdETICAL WORKS. With numerous inustrations
on Steel and Wood, Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7*. Od.

LUCY.—GIDEON FLEYCE : A Novel. By Henry W. Lucy.
8vo, cloth extra, itm. Od. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, "2%,

Crown

MACALPINE (AVERY), NOVELS BY."* TERESA ITASCA. Crown Svo. cloth extra. Is.
BROKEN WINGS. With 6 Illusts, by W. I. Hen nkssy. Crown Svo, cloth extra. On,

KACCOLL (HUGH), NOVELS BY.
MR. STRANGER'S SEALED PACKET. Post Svo, illustrated boards, tin.

:nNOR WHITLOCK. Crown Svo. rtoth extra, On.

JU iODONELL.—QUAKER COUSINS : a Novel. By Agnes Macdonell.
Crow'i 8vo. cloth extra, .'Im. Od. ; poet kvo, ilhistr.nted boards, tiw.

MArGREGOKr='PASTIMES~AND~PLAYERS: Notes on Popular
GauiO'i, Hy Romkrt Matcrkgor. Pm^t Hvo cloth liiiii'', '-i*. Od.

MACXAYT=-TNTERLTJDES AND UNDERTONEST^rMusic at Twilight:
Bv (.'hari,;s Matk vv. I,!.,I'> Crown 8vn. cloth extra. Ow.

MAGIC LAiNTERN7~^fHE, and its Management : including full Practical

Directions. 13y T. C. H' pwurth. 10 Illustrations. Cr, Svo, Is. ; cloth, la. Od.

Cr.

McC

II

M

II

II
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lACDONELL.

McCarthy (justin, m.p.), works by.
A HISTORY OP OUR OWN TIMES, from ttie Accession of Queen Victoria to the

General Election of iH8o. Four Vols, demy 8vo, clotli extra, 1 tin. each.—Also
a Popular Kdition, in Four Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, Am. each.^And a
luniLEE Edition, with an Appendix of Events to the end ot i886, in Two Vols.,
larce crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7"«. Oil. each.

A SHORT HISTORY OF OUR OWN TIMES. One Vol., crown 8vo. cloth extra, Oa.
— Also a CiiKAP Popular Edition, post 8vo, cloth limp, J*. Oil.

A HISTORY OF THE FOUR GEORGES. Four Vo's. demy 8vo, cloth extra.

la*. each. \Vo\s.\. & II. ftady,

Cr. 8vo, cI. extra, ti<*, fld, eaoh; post Kvo, illust. bds.. '4>*, par.h ; cl. limp, tjs.iid. each.
MISS MISANTHROPE.
DONNA QUIXOTE.
THE COMET OF A SEASOH.
MAID OF ATHENS.
CAMIOL.'!: A Girl with a Fortune.

THE WATERCLE NEIGHBOURS.
MY ENEMY'S DAUGHTER,
A FAIR SAXON.
LINLEY ROCHFORD.
DEAR LADY DISDAIN.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Jl». Od. each.
THE DICTATOR. ! BED DIAMONDS.

"THE RIGHT HONOURABLE." By Ju.stin McCarthy, M.P.,and Mrs.CAMPBELL-
pRAK.n. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth ex tra, Qw.

MeCARTHY^iJUSTIN H.), WORKS BY.
THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. Four Vols.. Svn, I'i*. each. [Vols. I. & II. rwrfv.

AN OUTLINE OF THE HISTORY OF IRELAND. Crown 8vo, Im. : cloth. S», «d.
IRELAND SINCE THE U NION; Irish History. 1 71)8-1886. Crown 8vo, cloth, «•.
HAFIZ IN LONDON: Poems, biiiall 8vo,«ol(i cloth, .'$-*. ««l.
HARLEQUINADE : Poems. Sinajl 4to, Japanese vellum, »«.
OUR SENSATION NOVEL. Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1». ; cloth limp, Is. tfd.
DOOM ! An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo, picture cover, In.
DOLLY: A Sketch. Crown 8vo, picture cover, In.; cloth limp, 1«. 6«1.
LILY LASS: A Romance. Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1*. : cloth liaip, In. 6d.
THE THOUSAND AND ONE DAYS: Persian Tales. With 2 Photogravures by

Stanley I^. Wood . Two Vols., crown 8vo, half-bound. Vim,

[MACDONALD (GEORGE, LL.D.), WORKS^BY.
WORKS OF FANCY AND IMAGINATION. Ten Vols., cl, extra, gilt edges, in cloth

case. tJlM. Or the Vols, may be had separately, ingrolier cl., at !Jh. Od. each.
Vol. I. Within and Without.—"The Hidden Life.

,, II. The Disciple.—The Gospel Womkn.—Hook of Sonnets.—Organ Songs,
„ III. Violin Songs.—Songs of the Days and Nights.—A Book of Dkeaus.—

Roadside Poems,—Poems for Children.
„ IV. Parables,—Ballads.—Scotch Songs.
„V. & VI. Phantastes: A Faerie Romance. j Vol. VII. The Portiint.
„VIII. The Light Princess.—The Giant's Heart.—Shadows.
„ IX. Cross Purposes.—The Golden Key.—The Carasoyn,—Little Daylight
„ X. The Cruel Painter.-The Wow o' Rivven.—The Castle.—The Broken

Swords.—The Gray Wolf,—Uncle Corn elius.

POETICAL WORKS OF GEORGE MACDONALD. Collected and arranged by the
Author. 2 vols., crown 8vo, buckram, Vim.

A THREELOLD CORD. Edited byGKORGK MacDonald. Post 8vo, cloth, 5a,
HEATHER AND SNOW: ANoveT^Ciown 8vo, cloth extra, :ii». 4ld.
PHANTASTES: A Faerie Romance. A Now Edition. With 25 Illustrations by J.

Bei.i.. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, .'{h. lid. [Shortly.

IMACLISE PORTRAIT GALLERy7tHE) OF ILLUSTRIOUS LITER-
ARY CHARACTERS: 83 PORTRAITS; with Memoirs — Biographical, Critical,
Bibliographical, and Anecdotal—illustrative of the Literature of the former half of
the Present Century, by William Bate s, B.A. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, tm. 6d.

iMACQlfdlD (MRS.X~WORKS"BY. Square 8vo. cloth extra. 7». Od. each.

"

IN THE ARDENNES. With so Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid.
PICTURES AND LEGENDS FROM NORMANDY AND BRITTANY. 34 Illustrations.

THROUGH NORMANDY. With 92 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid, and a Map.
THROUGH BRITTANY. With ^s Illustrations by T . R. Macquoid, and a Map.
ABOUT YORKSHIRE, Wita 07 luustrations by T. R. Macquoid. Square 8vo,

cloth extra, tfe. —
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3«. each.

THE EVIL EYE, and other Stories. | LOST ROBE.

IKAGICIAN'S OWN BOOK, THE : Performances with Eggs, Hats, &c.
edited by W. H. Cremer. 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4i, Od,

-irifc-iiJMr^t' ^,».=->*^>v*»^>^ 'Tw^nr-t iif-



i6 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

MAGNA CHARTA : An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British
Museum. ^ ffft by aleet, with Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours, in,

THE NEW REPUBLIC. Post 8vo, picture cover, 3m. ; cloth limp, *2». 6d.
THE NEW PAUL ft VIRGINIA: Positivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth, 3i. 6d.
POEMS. Small4to, parchtiient, Ms.
18 LIFE WORTH LIVING? Crown 8vo, cloth extra, On.
A ROMANCE OF THE NINETEENTH CENTURY. Crown 8vo, cloth, tfs.; post 8vo,

illustrated boards, '2m. _^
IIALLORY'S (SIR THOMAS) MORT D'ARTHUR : The Stories of

King Arthur and of the Knights of the Round Table. (A Selection.) Edited by B.
MoNTGOMERtB RANKING. Post 8vo, cloth limp, i8a. ^^^

MARK TWAINrWORikS BY. Crown Svo, doth extra, 7«. Oil. each.
THE CHOICE WORKS OP MARK TWAIN. Revised and Corrected throughout

by the Author. With Life, Portrait, and nuinerruis Illn5tra(ion>.

ROUGHING IT, and INNOCENTS AT HOME. With 200 Illusts. by F. A. Eraser.
MARK TWAIN'S LIBRARY OF HUMOUR. VVith 197 Illustrations.

Cro%vn 8vo, cloth extra (illustrated), 7«. Od. eacii; post Svo, ilhist. boards, 3i«. each.

THE INNOCENTS ABROAD; or New Pilcrim's Pro-ross. With 2^4 IHusfrations.
(The Twn-ijhilling Edition is entitled MARK TV/AIN'S PLEASURE TRIP.)

THE GILDED AGE. By Mark Twain and C. D. Warner. With 312 lllustrationi.
THE ADVENTURES OF TOM SAWYER. With in Illustrations.

A TRAMP ABROAD. With 311 Hl'istrations.

THE PRINCE AND THE PAUPER. With 190 Illustrations.

LIFE ON THE MISSISSIPPI. With ^no Illustrations.

ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN. With 174 Illusts. by E. W. Kemblk,
A YANKEE AT THE COURT OF KINO ARTHUR With 220 Illusts. by Bearo.

I

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, *2r*. each.
THE STOLEN WHITE ELEPHANT . | MARK TWAIN'S SKETCHES.

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, .'Is. 6«l. each.
THE AMERICAN CLAIMANT. With 81 Illustrations by Hal Hurst, &c.
THE £1,000,000 BANK-NOTE, and other New Stories.
TOM SAWYER ABROAD. Illustrated by Dan Beard.
PUDD'NHEAD WILSON.

MARKS (H. S., R.A.), PEN AND PENCIL SKETCHES BY. Withal
Photogravures and 126 Il lustrations. Two Vols., demy Svo, cloth, 3i£M. [Shnrily,

MARLOWE'S W0RKS7~Inciuding his Translations. Edited, with^Notes

j

and Introductions, bv Col. Cunningham. Crown Svo. cloth extra, tts.

MARRYAT (FLORENCE)rNOVELS~BY. Post svo. must, boards, a*, each. I

A HARVEST OF WILD OATS. I FiOHTINO THE AIR.
OPENt SESAME! | WRITTEN IN FIRE.

MASSiNGER'S PLAYS. From the Text oT William Gifford. Editedl
by Col. Cunningham. Crown Svo. cloth extra, Hm.

MASTERMAN.-HALF-A-DOZEN'"DAU(GrHTERSTXNo^^i: ^By J.

]

Masterman. Post Svo, illustrated boards, *2m,

MATTHEWS.—A SECRET OF THE SEA, &c. By BranderIIatthews:
Post Svo, illustrated boards, tin. ; cloth limp, iJM. Od.

MAYHEW.-LONDON CHARACTERS AND THE HUMOROUS SIDEl
OF LONDON LIFE. Bv Henry Mavhew. With Illusts. Crown Svo, cloth, aw.Od.j

MEADE (L.T.), NOVELS BY.
A SOLDIER OF FORTUNE. Crown Svo, cloth, Ss. «d. [SJiorth.l

IN AN IRON GRIP. Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth, IO«. net. [_SlwitlyS

MERRICK.-THE MAN WHO WAS GOOD. By Leonard Merrick.}
Author of " Violet Moses," &c. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2m.

MEXICAN MUSTANG (ON'A)r^rouRh~Texas~to~the"Rio Grande. Byl
A. !•;. SwKKT and I, Armoy Knox. With 265 Illusts. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, Tw. Od.

|

illDDLEMASS (JEAN)rNOVELS~BY. Post Svo. illust. boards, a^each:
TOUCH AND GO. | MR. DORILLION.

MILLER.-PHYSIOLOGY FOR THE YOUNG ; or, The House of Life.]

Uy Mrn, F. Fenwick Millbi. Witb Illustrations, Post 8vo, cloth limp, i|«f tfdi
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Bs.; postSvo,

F. A. Fraser,

1, with Notes!
,

1

oards,3ii.ear.b.

[d Merrick.I

»7

ttlLTON (J. L.)> WORKS BY. Post Svo.Ih. each; cloth, in. Od. each.
THE HYGIENE OF THE SKIN. With Directions for Diet, Soaps. Baths, &c.
THE BATH IN DISEASES OF THE SKIN.
THE LAWS OF LIFE, AND THEIR^RELATION TO DISEASES OF THE SKIM.
THE SUCCESSFUL TREATMENT OF LEPROSY. Demy 8vo, Iw.

I

MINTO (WM.)-WAS SHE GOOD OR BAD? Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cloth. ls.6d.

MITFORD (BERTRAM), NOVELS BY. CrownSvo, doth extra. :«i».«d. each.
THE OUN-RUNNER : A Romance of Zululand. With Frontispiece by S. L.Woou.
THE LUCK OF GERARD RIDGELEY. With a Frontispiece by Stanley L. Wood.
THE KING'S ASSEGAI. With Six full-page Illustrations.

REN8HAW FANNIN J'S QUEST. With Frontispiece by S. L. Woop. [Shortly.

I
MOLESWORTH (MRS.), NOVELS BY.

HATHERCOURT TECTORY. Post 8vo, ilhistrated boards, 2*.
THAT GIRL IN BLACK. Crown 8vo, cloth, ]«. «id.

MOORE (THOMAS), WORKS BY.
THE EPICUREAN; and ALCIPHRON. Post Svo, half-bound, ««.
PROSE AND VERSE. With Suppressed Passages from the Memoirs of Lord

Byron. Edited by R, H. Shkpherd. With Portrait. Cr Svo, cl, ex., Tii. 6d.

|MUDDOCK~(jrE.l,~stbRIES"BY.
STORIES WEIRD AHD WONDERFUL. Post 8vo,illust. boards, ila.; cloth, 3ii.6d.
THE DEAD MAN'S SECRET; or, The Valley of Gold. With Frontispiece by

F. Uarnarp. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, .Iw. ; post 8vo, ilhiptrated boards, its.

FROM THE BOSOM OF THE DEEP. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 'Jh.

MAID MARIAN AND ROBIN HOOD: A Romance of Old Sherwood Forest. With
12 Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood. Crown Svo, cloth extra, itm, <id.

[MURRAYl[D7nCHRISTIE)7N0VELS~BY.
~~

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3«. HA, each ; post Svo. illustrated boards. ilR. each.
\k LIFE'S ATONEMENT.
JOSEPH'S COAT.
ICOALS OF FIRE.
IVAL STRANGE. I HEARTS.

BY THE GATE OFTHE SEA.
A BIT OF HUMAN NATURE.
FIRST PERSON SINGULAR.
BOB MARTIN'S LITTLE

WAY OF THE WORLD
A MODEL FATHER.
OLD BLAZER'S HERO.
CYNIC FORTUNE.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Jim. ttd. each. [GIRL.
TIME'S REVENGES. | A WASTED CRIME. | IN DIREST PERIL. [Shortly.

THE MAKING OF A NOVELIST : An Experiment in Autobiography. With a
Collotype Portrait and Viniiette. Crown Svo, Irish linen, tti*.

|BURRAT(aTHRisfiEy~&~H^ ry~herman7 worksTy.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3i«. 4id. em^n ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 4h. each.

ONE TRAVELLER RETURNS. I PAUL JONES'S ALIA S. |
THE BISHOPS' BIBLE.

lURRAY (HENRY), NOVELS BY. Post8vo,illust.bds.,»«.ea.;cl., 3a.6d.ea.
A GAME OF BLUFF. | A SONG OF SIXPENCE.

lEWBOLT.-TAKEN FROM THE ENEMY.
Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, 1«. <»d.

By Henry Newbolt.

JISBET (HUME), BOOKS BY.
"BAIL UP!" Crown Svo, cloth extra, .Iti.tid. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 'J*.
DR. BERNARD ST. YINCENjr._Post Svo, illustrated boards, tin.

LESSONS IN ART. With a'l Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, '2m. tfd.
WHERE ART BEGINS. With 2; Illusts. Square Svo, cloth extra, 7i*.Md.

fORRIS.—ST. ANN'S ; A Novel. ByW.E.Nou Ri s. Cr.Bvo,3m.ed. [Shortly.

i'HANLON (ALICE), NOVELS BY. Post Svo. illustrated boards, »». each.
THE UNFORESEEN. I CHANCE? OR FATE?

DHNET (GEORGES), NOVELS BY. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 'J., each.
DOCTOR RAMEAU. | A LAST LOVE. _
A WEIRD^GIFT. Crown 8vo. cloth, ;{». Od. , post Svo, picture boards, 3».

JLIPHANT~(MRS.'),"N0VELS~BY7~T'o^v~ilTMstrated boards, '^a. each.
THE PRIMROSE PATH. I WHITELADIES.
THE GldEATEST HEIRESS IN ENGLAND.

P'reilly (harrington).-life among the AMERICANIN-
DIANS: ^ifty Years on the Trail. loo Illusts. by H. Frf.nzknv. Crown Svo, '3m, ttd.

»'BEILLy(MRS.).^PHCEBE'S FORTUNES. "Post Svo. illust, bas,: 2s.
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OUIDA, NOVELS BY.
HELD IN BONDAGE.
TRICOTRIN.
BTBATHHORE.
CHANDOS.
CECIL CASTLEHAINE'S
GAOE.

UNDER TWO FLAGS.
PUCK.

I IDALIA.

Cr. 8vo, cl., Sit 6fl*. each
; post Rvo, illust. bds., itn, e3c!i|

FOLLE-FARINE.
A DOG OF FLANDERS.
PA8CAREL. I SIGNA.
TWO LITTLE WOODEN
SHOES.

IN A WINTER CITT.
ARIADNE.
FRIENDSHIP.

MOTHS.
I
PIP<STRELL

A VILLAGE COimUME.'
IN MAREMMA.
BIMBI. 1 8YRLIH.
WANDA.
FRESCOES. I OTHMAR.
PRINCESS NAPRAXINE.
GUILDEROY. 1 RUFFINO. I

Square 8vo, cloth extra, 5>*. each.
BIMBI. With Nine Illustrations by Edmund H. Gari^ett.
A DOG OF FLANDERS, &c. With Six Illustrations by Edmund H. Garf.ett.

SANTA BARBARA, &c. Square bvo, cloth, On. ; crown 8vo, cloth, Us. ««l.
; poslj

8vo, illustrated boards, '2h. 1

TWO OFFENDERS. Square 8vo, cloth extra, Qw. ; crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s.6dJ
WISDOM, WIT, AND PATHOS, selccttd from the Works of Ouida by H. Sydnej

Morris. Post 8vo, cjoth extra, 5i«. Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, tin,

PAGE (HrA.), WORKS BY.
* THOREAU: His Life and Aims. With Portrait. Post 8vo. cloth limp, 3«. «d.

ANIMAL ANECDOTES. Arranged on a New Principle, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5iJ

PASCAL'S PROVINCIAL LETTERS. A New Translation, with His^
torical Introfiuction and Notes by T. M'Crie, D.D. Post 8vo, cloth limp, tJA.

PAULT^GENTLE and simple. By Margaret a. pAUL.^WithTroStisl
piece by Helen Hatekson Crown 8vo, cloth, iim, <ifl.; post 8vo, illust. boards. 'i«J

PAYNi;jAMESVNdVELS~BY.~~
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, '.it*. (Id. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 'im, each.

LOST SIR HASSINGBERD.
WALTER'S WORD.
LESS BLACK THAN WE'RE
PAINTED.

BY PROXY.
I
FOR CASH ONLY.

HIGH SPIRITS.
UNDER ONE ROOF.
A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT.

A GRAPE FROM A THORN.
FROM EXILE. | HOLIDAY TASKS
THE CANON'S WARD.
THE TALK OF THE TOWN.
GLOW-WORM TALES.
THE MYSTERY OF MIRBRIDGE.
THE WORD AND THE WILL.
THE BURNT MILL 3N.

HUMOROUS STORIES.
THE FOSTER BROTHERS.
THE FAMILY SCAPEGRACE.
HARRIED BENEATH HIM.
BENTINCK'S TUTOR.
A PERFECT TREASURE.
A COUNTY FAMILY.
LIKE FATHER, LIKE SON.
A WOMAN'S VENGEANCE.
CARLYON'S YEAR. CECIL'S TRYST.
MURPHY'S MASTER.
AT HER MERCY.
THE CLYFFARDS OF CLYFFE.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 'im. each.
FOUND DEAD.
GWENDOLINE'S HARVEST.
A MARINE RESIDENCE.
MIRK ABBEY.I SOME PRIVATE VIEWS
NOT WOOED, BUT WON.
TWO HUNDRED POUNDS REWARD.

|

THE BEST OF HUSBANDS
HALVES.
FALLEN FORTUNES.
WHAT Htii COST HER.
KIT: A MEMORY.
A PRINCE OF THE BLOOD.
SUNNY STORIES.

Crown bvo, cloth extra, ',ii*. «»d. each.

A TRYING PATIENT, &r. With a Frontispiece by Stanley L. Wood.
IN PERIL AND PRIVATION; Stories of Marine Adventure. With 17 IllustsJ

NOTES FROM THE "NEWS.'' Crown 8yo, portrait cover, Iw.; cloth. In. «d.

PENNELL(H. CHOLMONDELEY), WORKS BY. Post8vo.ci..a-.«d.eacii

PUCK ON PEGASUS. With Illustrations.

PEGASUS RE-SADDLED. With Ten lull-page Illustrations by G. Du Maurier.
THE MUSES OF MAYFAIR . Vers de Socie'te, Selected by H C. Pennell.

PHELPS (E. STUART), WORKS BY. Post8vo is. each; doth l».«d.eacll

BEYOND THE GATES. | OLD MAID'S PARADISE.
| BURGLARS IN PARADISE

0«lJACK THE FISHERMAN. Illust rated by C. W.Reed. Cr. Bvo, 1*. ; cloth, U.

PIRKIS (C. L.), NOVELS BY.
TROOPING WITH CROWS. Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, !.
LADY LOVELACE. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, *2u.

PLANCHE (J. R.), WORKS BY.
«TTHE PURSUIVANT OF ARMS, With Six Plates, and aog Illusts. Cr. Bvo, cl. 7». »i

SONGS AND POEMS, 1819-1879, Introduction by Mrs. Mackarness. Cr. 8vo, cl.,r

L
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pi., its. (id. each

PLUTARCH'S LIVES OF ILLUSTRIOUS MEN. With Notes and Ufa
of Flutarch by J. and Wm. Langhorne. Portrait s. Two Vols. ,

d

emy 8vo, lOa. 6d .

|P'0E'S~(EDGAR^LIANrCHOiCE WMkS in Prose aSd Poetry. Intro-
duction by Chas. Baudelaire, Portrait, and Facsimiles. Cr. 8vo, clotb, 7a. 6d»

THE MYSTERY OP MARIE ROOET, &c. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, a».

[POPE'S POETICAL WORKS. Post 8vo, cloth limp. 2s

IpRAED (MRS. CAMPBELL), NOVELS BY. Post svo, iiiust. bds.. a., ea.

THE ROMANCE OP A STATION. | THE SOUL OP COUNTESS ADRIAN.
Crown iivo, cloth, 3m. ttd. each.

OUTLAW AND LAWMAKER. | CHRISTINA CHARD.

IPRICE (E. C), NOVELS ^2T.
Crown 8vo, clotb extra, '•l". 0<l. each

;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 9a. each.

VALENTINA. | THE FOREIGNERS. | MRS. LANCASTER'S RIVAL.
GERALD.

[Shortly.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, its.

PRINCESS OLGA.—RADNA. By Princess Olga. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 6w.

PROCTOR (RICHARD A., B.A.), WORKS BY.
FLOWERS OP THE SKY. With 55 Illusts. Small crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3a. 6d.
EASY STAR LESSONS. With Star Maps tor Every Night in the Year. Cf. 8vo, «a.
FAMILIAR SCIENCE STUDIES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, tts.

SATURN AND ITS SYSTEM. With 13 Steel Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth ex., 10a.6d.
MYSTERIES OP TIME AND SPACE. With Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. cloth extra, tta.

THE UNIVERSE OF SUNS. With numerous Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., tfa.
WAGES^ANDJVANTS OP SCIENCE WORKERS. Crown 8vo, Iw. 6d.

FRYCE.-MISS MAXWELL'S AFFECTIONS. By Richard Pryce.
Frontispiece by Hal Ludlow. Cr. Bvo. cl., ;t». tfd. ; post 8vo, illust. boards., tin.

[AMBOSSONT^POPULAR A^STRONOMY. By J. Rambosson, Laureate
of the Institute of France. With numerous Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7a. 6d.

LNDOLPH.-AUNT ABIGAIL DYKES : A Novel.
George Randolph, U.S.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ta. 6d.

By Lt. -Colonel

fEADE (CHARLES). NOVELS BY.
Ci own bvo, clotli r:xtra, illustrated, Itn. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illust. bds,, 3a. each.
PEG WOFFINGTON. Illustrated by S. L. Fildes, R.A.—Also a Pocket Edition,

set in New Type, in Elzevir style, fcap. 8vo, half-leather, ila. 6d.—And a Cheap
Popular Edition of Peg Woffington and Christie Johnstone, the \wo
Stories in One Volume, medium Bvo. 6d. ; cloth, la.

CHRISTIE JOHNSTONE. Illustrated by William Small.—Also a Pocket Edition,
set in New Type, in Elzevir stvl(!, leap, Bvo, half-leather, 3n. Gd.

IT IS NEVER TOO LATE TO MEND. Illus^atedbyG. J. Pinwell.—Also a Cheap
Popular Edition, medium Hvn, portrait cover, lid. ; cloth, ]h.

COURSE OF TRUE LOVE NEVER DID RUN SMOOTH. Illust. Helrn Paterson.
THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A THIEF, &c. Illustrated by Matt Stretch.
LOVE ME LITTLE, LOVE ME LONG. Illustrated by M. Ellen Edwards.
THE DOUBLE MARRIAGE. Illusts. by Sir John Gilbert, R.A., and C. Keenk.
THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH. Illustrated by Charles Keene.—Also a

Cheap Popular Edition, medium Bvo, (id.; cloth, In.
HARD CASH. Illustrated by F. W. Lawson.
GRIFFITH GAUNT. Illustrated by S. L. Fildes, R.A., and William Small.
FOUL PLAY. Illustrated by Geokge Du Maurier.
PUT YOURSELF IN HIS PLACE. Illustrated by Robert Barnes.
A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. Illustrated by Edward Hughes and A. W. Coope«.
A SIMPLETON. Illustrated by Kate Craufurd.
THE WANDERING HEIR. Illust. by H. Paterson, S. L. Fildes, C. Green, &c.
A WOMAN-HATER. Illustrated by Thomas Couldery.
SINGLEHEART AND DOUBLEFACE. Illustrated by P. Macnab,
GOOD STORIES OF MEN AND OTHER ANIMALS. Illust. by E. A. Abbey, &&
THE JILT, and other Stories. Illustrated by Joseph Nash.
A PERILOUS SECRET, Illustrated by Fred. Barnard.
READIANA. With a Steel-plate Portrait of^Charles Reade.
BIBLE CHARACTERS: Studies of David, Paul, &c. Fcap. 8vo, leatherette, la.
THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH. With an Introduction by Walter Besant,

Elzevir Edition. 4 vols., post Bvo, each with Front., cl. ex., gilt top, 14h. the set.

SELECTIONS FROM THE W0RKS~0F~CHART7ES READS. Crown 8vo, with Por-
trait, hu'-kram, 4iM. ; post Bv.i, cloth limp, "-tm. HA,

IVES.—BARBARA BERING. By Am^lie Rives, Author of •' The
Quick or the Dead ? " Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. Gd. ; postSvo, illust, bds., 3a.
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RiDDErr(MRSrXir)7'N0VELS~BY.
Crown 8vo. cloth extra, If". Wil. each ; post Hvo, illustrated boards, iJn.each.

THE PRINCE OF WALES'S GARDEN PARTY. | WEIRD STORIES.
Host Hvo, illustrated boards, 'Im'. each.

THE UNINHABITED HOUSE.
MYSTERY IN PALACE GARDENS.
FAIRY WATER.

HER MOTHER'S DARLING.
THE NUN'S CURSE.
IDLE TALES.

RIMMER (ALFRED), WORKS BY:
OUR OLD COUNTRY TOWNS. With ',',

Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 7h. <id. each.

55 Illustrations.
RAMBLES ROUND ETON AND HARROW. With 50 Illustrations.
ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS. With 58 Illusts. byC. A. Vanderhoof, &e.

ROBINSON CRUSOE. By Daniel Defoe. (Major's Edition.) WithJ
37 Illustrations by Gkokgk Cruikshank. Post Svo, half-bound, "im,

ROBINSON (F. W.), NOVELS BYT
~" ":

WOMEN ARE STRANGE. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3h.
THE^HANDS OF JUSTICE. Cr, 8yo, cloth ex., ««. ('.«1. j post Svo, illust. bds., «.

j

ROBINSON" (PHIL), WORKS BY. Crown Svo. cloth extra, ««. eadi.
THE POETS' BIRDS. I THE POETS' BEASTS.
THE POETS AND NATURE; REPTHjlS^FISHEJI^NDjNSECTS.

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S MAXIMS AND M()RAL REFLECTIONS. With
Notes^n^d^anJnuoductm^EssayJjy Sainte- Beuve. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 'in.

ROIL OF BATTLE ABBEY, THE rAList of the PrincipalWarrior^
who came from Normandy with William the^Coiiqueror. Handsomely printed, 5ii.

ROWLEY (HON. HUGH), WORKS B^Y."postlvo, cloth. t»N.~«.i. each.
PUNIANA: RIDDLES AND JOKES. With numerous Illustrations.
MORE PUNIANA. Profusely Illustrated.

RUNCIMAN (JAMES), STORIES BY. Post 8vo, bds., a«. ea.; cl., ««. «.i.ea

SKIPPERS AND SHELLBACKS. I GRACE BALMAIQN'S SWEETHEART.
{

SCHOOL^ AND^SCHOLARS.
^ |_

RUSSELL (W. CLARK), BOOKS AND NOVELS BY:
Cr. 8vn, cloth extra, 0». each; post Svo, illust. boards, Hh. each ; cloth limp, 2«. Gd.ea

ROUND THE GALLEY-FIRE.
IN THE MIDDLE WATCH.
k VOYAGE TO THE GAPE.

A BOOK FOR THE HAMMOCK.
MYSTERY OF THE "OCEAN STAR."
THE ROMANCE OF JENNY HARLOWI

Cr. ^vo, cl. extra, iim, ttil. ea.
; post Svo, ilhist. boards, 'In. ea. ; cloth limp, ils. tttl. ea.l

AN OCEAN TRAGEDY. | MY SHIPMATE LOUISE.
'

ALONE ON A WIDE WIDE SEA.
ON THE FO'K'SLE HEAD. Post 8vo, illust. boards, ilo.; cloth limp, 3*. 6d.
THE GOOD SHIP "MOHOCK." Two Vols., cr. Svo, cloth, lOs. net. \SI,ortlJi

RUSSELL (DORA).-
crown Svo, 1 Hh. net.

-A COUNTRY SWEETHEART. Three Vols

CAINT AUBYN (ALAN), NOVELS BY.^ Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3». <i«l. each
;
post Svo, ilhist. boards, 2*. each.

A FELLOW OP TRINITY. Note by Oliver Wendri.t. Holmes and Ftontispioce.

THE JUNIOR DEAN.
I

THE MASTER OP ST. BENEDICT'S.
|

Fcao. Svo, cloth boards, tm. (id. each.
THE OLD MAID'S SWEETHEART. | MODEST LITTLE SARA.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, tin. Od. each.
TO HIS OWN MASTER. | IN THE FACE OF THE WORLD. [Shortli

SALA (G. A.).-GASLIGHT AND DAYLIGHT. Post 8vo,_boards^2^

SANS0N:-SEVEN GENERATIONS OF EXECUTTONERS : Memoi^
of the Sanson Family (1688 to 1S47). Crown Svo, cloth ej^ra, 3». ttdj

SiMJFDERM70HN)7N0VELS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, lis. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3«. each,

GUY WATERMAN. | THE LION IN THE PATH. | THE TWO DREAMER|
BOUND TO THE WHEEL. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3m. 6d.

SAUNDgRS (KATHARINE), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra. :|i*. <iti. each: post Svo. illustrated boards, 3s« eacll*

MARGARET AND ELIZABETH. I HEART SALVAGE.
THE HIGH MILLS. ^|

SEBASTIAN.
JOAN MERRYWEATHER. Post Svo, mustrated boards, 9«.
OIDEON'B ROCK. Crown Svo, cloth extra, '3». 6d.
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{SCOTLAND YARD, Past and Present : Experiences of 37 Years. By
Ex-Chief-Inspector Cavanagh._ Post 8vo, illustrated boards, fin. ; cloth, 'Jm. lid,

ISECRETHDUTr^HE: On^ Thousand Tricks with~Cards; with Enter'-
taiDing Experiments in Drawing-room or " White Magic." By W. H. Cremer.
With 300 Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extr a. 4». iUl.

ISEGUIN (Xr G:)rWORKS~BY.
I THE COUNTRY OF THE PASSION PLAT (OBERAMMERGAU) and the HiRhlands

of liavaria. With Map and 37 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, !l». I»d.
WALKS IN ALGIERS, with 2 Maps and 16 I llusts. Crown Hvo. cloth extra , ttw.

j<DERHoo]MKx MSENIOR (WM.).—BY STREAM AND SEA. Post bvo, cloth. 2s. 6d.
iTioN.) \VithMsERGEANT(A.).—DR. ENDICOTT'S EXPERIMENT. 2 vols., IPs, ne t.

IsHAkESPEARE FOR CHILDREN: LAMB'S TALES FROM SKAKE-
SPEARE. With Illusts., coloured and plain, by J . Moyr Smi th. Cr. 4to, :t». ttd.

ISHARP.-CHILDREN 0P~T0-M6rR0W : A Novel. By William
Sharp. Crown «vo, rioth extra, (in.

SHELLEY.-THE COMPLETE WORKS IN VERSEIlND PROSE OP
PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. Edited, Prefaced, and Annotated by K. Hgrnk
Shkpherd. Five Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, 3m. ttd. each.

POETICAL WORKS, in Three Vols.

:

Vol. I, liitrodiiLtioii bythu Editor; I'D-ithunions Fragmentsof Margaret Nicholson; Shellry's Corre-
spoudriice with Stnckrtalp! The Wandering Jew ; (Jiieoii Mab, with the Notes; Alastur.
and uther Poems ; Kosaliiid and Helen : Proinctheiis Unbound ; Adonai^, Aic.

Vol. n. Laon and fythna ; The Ceni:i ; Julian and Maddalo; SwelU'oot the Tyiani ; The Witch of
Atlas; I''pipsychidinn; Hellas.

Vol. III. Postliuinous I'uenis; The Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces.

PROSE WORKS, in Two Vols.:
Vol. I. The Two Romances of ZastrozzI and St. Irvyne ; the Dublin and Marlow Pamrihlets ; A Refuta-

tion of IJeism ; l.cttersto I,ci,'h Hunt, and some Minor Wtitinirs and l-ratjmcnts.
VoJ, II. The Essays; f.etters from Abruavl ; Translations and Fragments, li.Jite.d by Mrs. SHiiLLliY.

With a Hililioc;ra|ihy of Shelley, and an Index of the I'mse Works.

niERARlTcR." Hr)I^ROGlJES r^TNovel. cr^nlv^riiT. ; cloth, iw. «d.

SHERIDAN (GENERAL). — PERSONAL MEMoTRS OF GENERAL
P. H. SHERIDAN. With Portraits and Facsimiles. Two Vols.,demy8vo,cloth, 2

4

n.

SHERIDAN'S (RICHARD BRINSLEY) COMPLETE W0RKS7~With
Life and Anecdotes, iaflluding his Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and
Poetry. Translations, Speeches and Jokes. lo Illusts. Cr.Svo, hf.-bound, 7». Od.

THE RIVALS, THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL, and other Plays. Post 8vo, pnnted
on laid paper and half-bound, '2».

SHERIDAN'S COMEDIES: THE RIVALS and THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL.
Edited, with an Introduction and Nates to each Play, and a liiographical Sketch, by
Brander Matthews. With I llnstrations. Demy 8vo, half-parchment, t'iin, Otl.

SIDNEY'S (SIR PHILIP) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS,~Tnclud-
ing all those in " Arcadia." With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c. by the
Rev. A. B. Grosart. D.D. Three Vols., crown 8vo. cloth board s, 1 8i«.

Signboards : Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns
and Remarkable Characters. By Jacob Larwood and John Camden Hotten
With Coloured Frontispiece and 94 Il lustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra . 7ji. iUl.

klMS (GEO. R.), WORKS BY. Post 8vo. illust. bds.. a«. ea.- cl. limp, 'im. Od.ea.
ROGUES AND VAGABONDS. MARY JANE MARRIED.
THE RING 0' BELLS. TALES OF TO-DAY.
NARY JANE'S MEMOIRS. DRAMAS OF LIFE. With Solllustrations.
TINKLETOP'S CRIME. With a Frontispiece by Maurice Grkiffenhagbn.
ZEPH: A Circus Story, ftc. I MY TWO WIVES.
MEMOIRS OF A LANDLADJ^^ | SCENES FROM THE SHOW. iShortly.

Crown Bvo, picture cover, 1m. each ; cloth. In. 4id. each.
HOW THE POOR LIVE; and HORRIBLE LONDON.
THE DAGONET RECITER AND READER: being Readinf^s and Recitations In

Prose and Verse, selected from his own Works by George R. Sims.
THE CASE OF GEORGE CANDLEMAS. | DAGONET DITTIES.

TIONS. WitV

)th limp. '*•

cipal Warriori
nely printed^5».

t<H. (id. each.

ns.

T7 cl., i8«7lMl.eal

SWEETHEART, f

limn, 3«. Od.ea
AMMOCK.
3CEAN STAR."
NNY HARLOWl
limp, In, (id. ea.l

UISE.

limp, a*. ««i.
,,

inet. \J^lwrtli

"rhree VolsJ

t, 9», each.
Cd Frontispif^pe.

|

benedict's.

|ara.

loRLDUJS^PrfJ

Ivo, boards, 2i

IrSI Memoi^
(*IL

is, 9m, each.

76 DREAMERI

Is, 3s. eacb. SISTER DORA : A Biography. By Margaret Lonsdale.
Illustrations. Demy 8vo, picture cover, 4d.; cloth, 6d.

XITATCHTNTHE DARK.

With Four

SKETCHLEY.-
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, it»

By Arthur Sketchlby.



9a BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

SLANG DietTONitRY~(THE) : Etymologicair
dotal. Crown ttvo, cloth extra, Or. tfd.

Historical, and An^KxR

SMITH (J. MOYR), WORKS BY.
THE PRIHCE OF ARQOLIS. With 130 Illnsts. Post 8vo. cloth extra. 3ii. 6«l.

THE WOOING OF TH d WATER WITCH. Illustrated. Post 8vo. cloth. 61..

SOCIETY IN LONDON. Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d.
^

SOCIETY IN PARIS : The Upper Ten Thousand. A Series of Lettel
from Count Paul Vasili to a Young French Di plomat. Crown 8vo. cloth, Oh,

SOMERSET.^^- SONGS OF "ADIEU. By Lord Hii^iF~S^ERs£l
Small 4to, Japanese vellum, 6ii,

SPALDING.—ELIZABETHAN DEMONOLOGY: An Essay on the Beli|
in the Existence of Devils. ByT. A . Spalding, LL.B. Crown Bvo, cloth extra

, j

SPEIGHT (T. W.), NOVELS BY=
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3b. each.

THE MYSTERIES OF HERON DYKE.
BY DEVIOUS WAYS, &c.
HOODWINKED: and THE SANDY-
CROFT MYSTERY.

THE GOLDEN HOOP.
BACK TO LIFE.
THE LOUDWATER TRAGEDY.
BURGO'S ROMANCE.

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 1«. 6d. each.

A BARREN TITLE. | WIFE OR NO WIFE?
THE SANDYCROFT MYSTERY. Crown Uvo, picture cover, In.
A SECRET OF THE SEA. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3*. Od.

SPENSER FOR CHILDREN. By M. H. Towry.
by Walter J. Morgan. Crown 4to, cloth extra, 3*. Cd.

staSry

With lUustratid

HEAVENS (THE):
i6ino, cloth extra, 3b. 6d.

A Poetical Birthday Book. Royl

STAUNTQN.T THE LAWS AND PRACTICE OF CHESS. With
Analysis of the' Openings. By Howard Staunton. £dit«d by Robert B. Wormal
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Urn.

STEDMAN (E. C), WORKS BY.
VICTORIAN POETS.

STERNDALE.

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 9«. each.

I THE POETS OF AMERICA.

THE AFGHAN KNIFE: A Novel. By Kobef
Armitagk Sterndale. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra. ',tm, 6d.; post 8vo, illust. boards, !jg

STEVENSON (R. LOUIS), WORKS BY. Post 8vo,cl. limp. 3«i.6d.eac|
TRAVELS WITH A DONKEY. Seventh Edit. With a Frontis.by Walter CranI
AN INLAND VOYAGE. Fourth Edition. With a Frontispiece by Walter Cran^

Crown 8vo. buckram, gilt top, Os, each.
FAMILIAR STUDIES OF MEN AND BOOKS. Sixth Edition.
THE MERRY MEN. Third Edition. I UNDERWOODS: Poems. Fifth Editief
MEMORIES AND PORTRAITS. Third Edition.
YIRGINIBUS PUERISQUE, and other Papers. Seventh Edition. | BALLADS.I
ACROSS THE PLAINS, with other Memories and Essays.

NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. Eleventh Edition. Crown 8vo. buckram, gilt top, On
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s.

THE SUICIDE CLUB; and THE RAJAH'S DIAMOND. (From New Arabia
Nights.) With 8 Illustrations by W. J. Hennessy. Crown 8vo, cloth, <Sn.

PRINCE OTTO. Sixth Edition. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3m.
FATHER DAMIEN: An Open Letter to the Rev. Dr. Hyde. Second Editiol

Crown 8vo, hand-made and brown paper. In.

THE EDINBURGH EDITIONOF THE WORKS OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVEl
SON. 20 Vols., demy 8vo, price iCI3 lOs. net. Prospectuses and Specimeij
of this Edition (which is limited to i.ooo copies) maybe had from any Bookselle
The Vols, will appear at the rate of one a month, beginning with Oct. iBqa.

STODDARD. - SUMMER CRUISING IN THE SOUTH SEAS.
C. Warren Stoddard. Illustrated by Wallis Mackay. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3a. 1

STORIES FROM FOREIGN NOVELISTS. With Notices by Helen ar

Alice Zimmern. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3». 6d.;poist 8vo, illustrated boards, t{

STRANGE MANUSCRIPT (A) FOUND IN A COPPER CYLINDEI
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, with 19 Illusts. by Gilbert Gaul, Urn, ; post 8vo, illust. bds., if

STRANGE^CRETS. Told by Conan Doyle, Percy Fitzgerald, Flo^
SNCE Marryat, &c. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3b.

G
J

-4>x
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cal, and Ane BTRUTT'S SPORTS AND PASTIMES OP THE PEOPLE OP
ENQLAMD; iucludiDg the Kural atid Domestic Recreations, May Games, Mum-
meries, Shows, &c., from the Earliest Period to the Present Time. Edited by
William Honk. With 140 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Tii. 6d.

SWIFT'STDEANrCHOICE W0RKS7in Prose and Verse. With Memoir,
Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in " Gulliver's Travels." Cr, 8vo. cl., Ta. 6d«

GULLIVER'S TRAVELS, and A TALE OF A TUB. Post 8vo, half-bound, t|s.

JONATHAN SWIFT: A Study. BvJ.Chukton Collins. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, »».

SF^^iRi»WINBURNE (ALGERNON C), WORKS BY.

th IllustratioD

Second Editiol

iERALD, FloI

ELECTIONS FBOM POETICAL W0KK8 OF A. 0.
[ BWIffBURKE. I'c.ni). ^vo, 6i.

krALAlfTA IN OALTSON. Crown 8vo, ftk

liASTELASO : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 7l.

OEMS AND BALLADS. First Skuih^, Cror^r.
|o«ii u[ fcap. tlvo, 8i.

OEMS AMD BALLADS. SECOND SBKIUS.
:",rown 8vo or fcai). 8vo, 9«.

OEMS & BALLADS. TliiRD SERIES. Cr. Svo. T«.

ONOS BEFORE SUNRISE. Crown 8vo, lOi. 64.
TraKC'ly- Crown 8vo, i2l. 6d.

ONQS OF TWO NATIONS. Crown 8vo. 6i.

lEORGE CHAPMAN. {See Vol. II. of G. CHAP-
lAN'S Works.) Crown 8vo, 6i.
gSATS AND STUDIES. Crown 8vo. 13l.
EOHTHEUS : A Tragedy. Crown'Svo, 6l.

A NOTE ON CHARLOTTE BRONTE. Cr. 8vo, 6a.

BONOS OF THE SPRINQTIDES. Crown 8vo, 6*.

STUDIES IN BONO. Crown 8vo, 7s.

MARY STUART : A Tragedy. Crown Svo. 8l.

TRISTRAM OF LTONESSS. Crown Kvo, 9l.

A OENTURT OF ROUNDELS. Small 4to, 8i.

A MIDSUMMER HOLIDAY. Crown Kvo. Tl.

MARINO FALIERO : A Tragedy. Crown Hvo, 61.

A STUDY OF VICTOR HUOO. Crown 8vo, 6t.

MISCELLANIES. Crown 8vo, 13«.

LOCRINE: A Tragedv Crown avo. 8i.

A STUDY OF BEN JONSON. Crown 8vo, Tl.

THE SISTERS: A Tragedy. Crcwn 8vo, 6s.

ASTROPHEL, &c. Crown 8vo. 7ii.

STUDIES IN PROSE AND POETRY. Crown 8vo,
9«.

SYNTAX'S (DR.) THREE TOURS : In Search of the I'icturegque, in
Search ot Consolation, and in Search of a Wile. With Rowlanuson's Coloured Illus-

trations.^nd Lite of the^uthor by J. C. Hottkn. Crown 8 vo. cloth extra, 7*. 61!.

PAINE'S HiSTORY~OF'ENGLISH LITERATURE. ~ fi^lateTby
Henry Van Laun. Four Vols., small demy 8vo, cl. bds., 30».—Popular Edition,
Two Vols., large crown 8vo, cloth extra, tSm.

rAYLOR^S~(BAYARDrDIVEWlONS~OFTHE ECHO~CLUBrBur^
!'::sques^f Modern Writers. Post 8vo, cloth limp, *^h.

rAYLOR (DRrjrEyrF.LJSOTWORkS BY.~crown s^^ciothTs... pachT"'
THE SAGACITY AND MORALITY OF PLANTS: A Sketch of the Lite and Conduct

of the Vegetable Kingdom. With a Coloured Frontispiece and 100 Illustrations.

OUR COMMON BRITISH FOSSILS, and Where to Find Them. 331 lUustraUons.
THE PLAYTIME NATURALIST. With 366 Illustrations.

FAYLOR'S (TOM) HISTORICAL DRAMAS. Containing " Clancarty,"
"Jeanne Dare," '"Twixt Axe and Crown," "The Fool's Revenge," " Arkwright's
Wife," "Anne Boleyn," " Plot and Passion.'' Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7«. 4icl.

*«* The Plays may also be had separately, at la. each.

[ENNYSON (LORD): A Biographical Sketch. By H. J. Jennings.
With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown bvo, cloth extra, 6s.—Cheap Edition, post 8vo,
portrait cover, la. ; cloth, la. (id.

rHACKERAYANA : Notes and Anecdotes.
Sketches by William Makepeace Thackeray.

Illustrated by Hundreds of
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7a. 6d.

rHAMES.-A NEW PICTORIAL HISTORY OF THE THAMES.
By A. S. Krai;sse. With 340 Illustrations Post 8vo. la. ; cloth , la. (id.

fHIERS.-HISTORY OF THE CONSULATE & EMPIRFoFfRANCE
UNDER NAPOLEON. By A. Thiers. Translated by D. Forbes Campbell and
John Stebbing. With 36 Steel Plates. 12 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. each.

rHOMAS (BERTHA), NOVELS BY.
THE YIOLIH-PLAYER.

|

CRESSIDA. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3a.

Cr. 8vo, cl., .la. 6d. ea.
;
post 8vo, '-im, ea.

PROUD MAISIE.

PHOMSON'S SEASONS; and CASTLE OF INDOLENCE. With Intro.
duction by Allan Cunningham, and 48 Illustrations. Post 8vo, half-bound, t2a.

[HORNBURY (WALTER), WORKS BY.
THE LIFE AND CORRESPONDENCE OF J. M. W. TURNER.

tioas ia Colours. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7a. 6d.
With IIlustra<

Post 8vQ, illustrated boards, Jia. each.

OLD SI0RI6S RG-XOIiP. | TALES FOR THE MARINES.
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TIMBS (JOHN), WORKS BY. crown Svo.cloth extra. »*. oh. each.
THE HISTORY OF CLUBS AND CLUB LIFE IN LONDON: Anecdotes of In

Famous Colf<;(vhoiist;s, Hosteliies. aiid Taverns. Willi 4a lllustr.iti(jiis.

ENGLISH ECCENTRICS AND ECCENTRICITIES: Stories of Delusions, ImposJ
lures, Sporting Sc(!iieR, Eccentric Artisjts, Tlicatrical Folk, &c. 48 IllustrationsJ

TROLLOPE~(ANTHONY)rNOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, '.tn. Od. each j

post 8vo, llInstrafeH boards. *Jm. each,
THE WAY WE LIVE NOW. I MR. SCARBOROUGH'S FAMILY.
FRAU FROHMANN. | MARION FAY. |

THE LAND-LEAGUERS.
Post 8vo, illustrated b'<aids, rin. each.

KEPT IN THE DARK. I AMERICAN SENATOR.
GOLDEN LION OF GRANPERE. ' JOHN CALDIGATE.

TROLLOPE (FRANCES E.), NO\ELS BY.
Crown 8vo. cloth extra. .'Ik. Oil. each: post 8vo, ilinsfrated boards, tin. earh.
LIKE SHIPS JJPON^THE SEA. | MABEL'S PROGRESS. J ANNE FURNES8J

TROLLOPE (T. A^).—DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND, lostsvo, must. bds.iJ

TROWBRIDGE.-FARNELL'S FOLLY:' A Novel. By J. T. TrowJ
BMiDtl:. Post bvo, illustrated boards, tin.

TYTLER (C. C. ERASER-).-MISTRESS JUDITH : A Novel. By
C.C. Fraskk-Tytler. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, .'tw. 6d.; post 8vo, illuat. boards, !i«

TYTLER (SARAH)," NOVELS BY.
Crown Rvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ;

post 8vo, llhisfrated boards, 'Js. each.
THE BRIDE'S PASS. I

BURIED DIAMONDS.
LADY BELL. _ ^ _ L^*i? ^LACKHALL GHOSTS.

Post 8vo. ilhistrated boards. ',*!«». each.
WHAT SHE CAME THROUGH. I BEAUTY AND THE BEAST.
CITOYENNE JACQUELINE DISAPPEARED. | NOBLESSE OBLIQEJ
SAINT MUNO^q^S CITY.

^ | THE HUGUENOT FAMILY._^

TTNDERHILL.-WALTER BESANT : A Study. ByJoiiN UnderhillJ
With Portraits. Crown 8vo, Irish linen, B*. [Shortlyl

UPWARD.-THE~QUEEN~AGAINST OWEN. By Allen Upward]
With Frontispiece by J. S. Cromi'ton. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, :tM. (td.

VASHTrAND"ESTHER.~By the Writer of "Belle's '• LetterslnTAa
^ World. Crown >'vo, cloth extra, Jl«. tt<l.

VILLARI.—A DOUBLE BOND." By Linda Villari. Fcap. 8vo71s.

VIZETELLY (E. A.).—THE SCORPION : A Komance ot Spam. With
a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, clolli extra, IN. ttd.

WALFORD (EDWARD, M.A.). WORKS BY.
'» WALPOEDS COUNTY FAMILIES OF THlE UNITED KINGDOM (l«95i. ronf.iinlng the DescentJ

Hiril), M.irri.iire, Education, iVc. iif 12,000 Ile.ids of haiiiilics, their Heirs. Ofliteb, Addresses]
Chilis, «:(:. Rny.il «vo. cinlh (rilt. SOs.

WALFORD'8 BHIUtlNa PEERAGE (1695). Conl.-ili\inK a List of the House of Lords, Scotch and
Iri'.h Pliers. iVc. •iziiio, clolli, Ig.

WALFORDS SHILLING BARONETAGE (1895>. Coiil.iinincr a List of the Uaroiicts of tlie United
Kitif'diiiii, Hio£rra|iliir,il Niitircs. Addresses, Sic. jjiiin, tloth. Is.

WALFORDS SHILLING KNIGHTAGE (1895). ContrtiiiiiiK' .t List of the KniRhts of the United
Kiimdoiii, l!ioj.'r,iiiliii,il Nntic es, Ad<lresses, Arc. ^21110. tlolh. Ig.

WALFORD 8 SHILLING HOUSE OF COMMONd (1895). Cnnt.^inins a List of all the Members of the
New r.irlininent, their Addresses Clubs. <Hrc. 321110, cloth. Ii.

WALFORD S COMPLETE PEERAGE. BARONETAGE, KNIGHTAGE, AMD HOUSE OF COMMONS
(1895) Koynl ;^2iiio. cloth. K>lt cd^es, 5s. _ [Shortly\

TALESjOF OUR GREAT FAMILIES. CroVviVBvo. cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

WALT WHITMAN, POEMS BY. Edited, with Introduction7 b)
William M.Rossktti. With Portrait, Cr.Svo, hand-made paper and buckram, On.

WALTON ANDCOTTON'S COMPLETE"ANGLER ; or, The Com
leniplative Man's Recreation, hy Izaak Walton ; and Instructions how to Angle for ;

Trout or Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charles Cotton. With Memoirs and Notes
by Sir Harki.s Nicolas, and 61 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth antique, Ts. 6d.

WARD (HERBERT), WORKS BY.
FIVE YEARS WITH THE CONGO CANNIBALS. With 92 Illustrations by the

Author, Victor Pkrarp. and W. B. Davis. Third ed. Rnv. 8vo, cloth ex., 14*
|IY LIJ^E WITH STANLEY'S REAR OUARD. With » Map by F, i>. WsLt.i:R,L

F,R.Q,S. PpgtSvo, l».;clotb, l!»,Oa.
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. each,
iccdotes of hd
lions,

iisions, ImposJ
y lUustratioDsJ

UMILY.

IWARNER.-A ROUNDABOUT JOURNEY. By Charles Dudley
Warner. _Crown Bvo, cloth extra, ttw.

rARRANlTTO EXECUTE CHARLES I. A Facsimile, with the 59
Signatures and Seals. Frinteii on parer 22 'n. by 14 in. 4*.

WARRANT TO EXECUTE MARY QUEEN OP 3C0TS. A Facsimile, including

, *Zn. fnrh.

NE FURNESBJ

illustJjds.,'i»J

J. T. Trow J

[ap. 8vo, Is,

Spain. With

yiieen Elizabeth's Sidnature anil the Great Seal^ 4>i.

IWASSERMANN (LILLIAS), NOVELS BY.
THE DAFFODILS. Crown 8vo, !«.; clotii. In. <ld.

THE MARQUIS OF CARABAS. By Aakon Watson and Lhlias Wassermann.
Post Hvo. illustrated boards, 2m,

HOW TO FORETELL THE, WITiTPOCXET SPEC-
Hy F. W. Cory. With 10 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, la. ; ciLfh, In. Orf.

Novel. By
lust, boards, *i»j

s, 'J•each.

STS.

:ast.
lESSE OBLIQE^
ILY.^

M UndeuhillJ
[Shorttyi

LEN Upward J
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I Lords, Scotch and
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Ihls of the United

|he Members of the

3E OF COMMONS
[Shortly\

jduction, bj

lbuckrain,OM.

|r, The Con^
to Angle for

:

lioirs and Notes
jue, ya. Od»

jtrations by the

Icloth ex., 14».|
^. WSi^k-KR,!

SSTALL (William).-TRUST-MONEY. Post 8vo, illust. bds , 2s.

rHIST.-HOW TO PLAY SOLO WHIST. By Ahraham S. Wit.Ks
and Chari.ks F. Pahdon. Now Kdition. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 4m.

rHlTE.-THE "NATURAL"HISTORY~OF~SELBORNE. By GildSrt
Whitk, M.A. Post Hvo, printed on laid paper and liall-boniid, 'im,

riLLIAMS (W. MATTIEU, F.R.A.S.), WORKS BY.
SCIENCE IN BHORT CHAPTERS. Crown Uvo, cloth extra, 7m. 4(«I.

A SIMPLE TREATISE ON HEAT. With IIlusis. Cr. dvo, cloth limp, '2m. Od.
THE CHEMISTRY OP COOKERY. Crgwn Hvo. cloth extia, «(m.

THE CHEMISTRY OF IRON AND STEEL MAKING. Crown Uvo, cloth extra. On.
A VINDICATION OP PHRENOLOGY. With Portrait and over 40 Illustrations.

Demy bvo, cloth extra, 1*-Im. Od. _ _ ,

rrLLIAMSON (Mrs: F.JI.).-A^CHILD_WID0W. "Po^t^vo, bds:. 2s.

riLSON (DR. ANDREW, F.R.S.E.), WORKS BY.
CHAPTERS ON EVOLUTION. With asg Illustrations. Cr. Hvo, cloth extra, Ta. ftd.
LEAVES FROM A NATURALIST'S NOTE-BOOK. Post Bvo, cloth limp, 'Jm. 4id.
LEISURE-TIME STUDIES. With Illustrations. Crown Hvo, cloth extra, Mm.
STUDIES IN LIFE AND SENSE. With niunerous Illusts. Cr.Bvo, cl. ex.. Oh.
COMMON ACCIDENTS: HOW TO TREAT THEM. Illusts. Cr. Bvo, 1h.;cI., iM.Od.
GLIMPSES OIF NATURE. With 35 Illustrations. Crown Svo^cloth e^xtra, .'iK.jlld. _
^NTER (J. S.j, STORIES" BY. Post Svo, illustrated boards, «. each;

cloth limp, tJM. Od. each.
CAVALRY LIFE. I

REGIMENTAL LEGENDS.
A SOLDIER'S CHILDREN. With 34 Illustrations by E. G. Thomson and E. Stuart

Hardy. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, JIm. Od.

riSSMANNT^MYnSECC)ND~J()URNEY THROUGH EQUATURIAL
AFRICA. By Hkkmann VON Wi ssM A NN. W ith 92 Illusts. Demy Bvo, IOh.

R)0D.^SABTNA : A No'vei. By Lady Wood:! Pos t 8vo, boards. 2s.

[OODTH. F.yDETECTIVESTORIES BY. "p^stsvo. boards. !Jm.' each.

PASSENGER FROM SCOTLAND YARD. | ENGLISHMAN OF THE RUE C.MN.

fOOLLEY.-RACHEL ARMSTRONG ; or, Love and Theology. By
Celia Parker Woolley. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Um, ; cloth, tin, Od.

HGHT (THOMAS), WORKS BY. Crown Svo, doth extra, y». Od. each.
CARICATURE HISTORY OP THE GEORGES. With 400 Caricatures, Squibs, &c.
HISTORY OF CARICATURE AND OF THE GROTESQUE IN ART, LITERA-

TURE, SCULPTURE, AND PAINTING. Illustrated by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A.

^NMAN."—MY FLIRTATIONS. By Margaret Wynman. With 13
Illustrations by J. Bernard Partridge. Crown Bvo. cloth extra, JIm. Od.

TES (EDMUND), NOVELS BY
LAND AT LAST. j THE FORI

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, tin* each.
FORLORN HOPE, j CASTAWAY.

)LA (EMILE), NOVELS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
[THE DOWNFALL. Translated by E. A. Vizetelly. Fourth Edition, Revised.
THE DREAM. Translated by Eliza Chase. With 8 Illustrations by Jeanniot.

I

DOCTOR PASCAL. Translated by E. A. Vizetelly. With Portrait of the Author.
MONEY. Translated by Ernest A. Vizetelly.
LOURDES. Translated by E. A. V izetellv .

JBHILE ZOLA: A Biography. By R. H. Sherard. With Portraits, Illustrationa,
and Facsimile Letter. Demy Svo, cloth extra, 12»»
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LISTS OF BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES.
•»• For fuller catalof;uiitc;, see alphabetical arrangement, pp. 1-25.

THE MAYFAIR LIBRARY.
A Journey Round Hy Room. By Xavier

i)E Maistkk.
?ulpi and Quiddities. ByW.D. Adams.
he AHony Column of "The Times."

Melancholy Anatomised: Abridi^ment of
" Burton's Anatomy of Melancholy."

Poetical Ingenuities. Dy W, T. DonsoN.
The Gujpboard Papers. By Fin-Bec,
W, 8. ullbert's Plays. Fikst Skkikr.
W. 8. Gilbert's Plays. Sh( ond Skkie^.
Bongs of Irish Wit and Humour.
Animals and Masters. By Sir A. Hklps,
Social Pressure. By Sir A. Hki.ps.
Curiosities of Criticism. H. J. Iknninos.
Holmes's Autocrat of the Breakfast-
Table.

Pencil and Palette. By R. Kempt.
Little Essays: tiom Lamb's LotiiMs.

THE GOLDEN LIBRARY.
Bayard Taylor's Diversions of the Echo
Club.

Bennett's Ballad history of England.
Bennett's 8ongs for Sailors.
Godwin's Lives of the Necromancers.
Pope's Poetical Works.
Holmes's Autocrat of Breakfost^ Table.

"the WANDERER'S LIBRARY.
Wanderings In Patagonia. By Julius
Bkkrhohm. Illustrated.

Camp Notes. By Frederick Boylb.
Savage Life. By Frederick I^ovlr,

Herrie England in the Olden Time. By
G. Danikl. Illustrated by Cruikshank.

Circus Life. By Thomas Frost.
Lives of the Conjurers. Thomas Frost.
The Old Showmen and the Old London
Fclrs. By Thomas Frost.

Low-Life Deeps. By James Greenwood.

Post 8vo, cloth limp, il*. <l«l. per Volume.

Forensic Anecdotes. By Iacor Larwoq
Theatrical Anecdotes. Jacob Larwo^
Jeuxd'Esprlt. Edited byliKNKvS. I.kio
Witch Stories. By E. Lynn Linton.
Ourselves. By E. Lynn Linton.
Pastimes ft Players. By R. Macorfu^
New Paul and Virginia. W.H.MAu.od
New Republic. By W. II. Mallock.
Puck on Pegasus. By H. C. Fennkli
Pegasus Re-Saddled. ByH.C. Fknnki
Muses of Mayfalr. Ed. H. C. Pknmkij
Thoreau: His Lite* Aims. ByH.A. PaJ
Punlana. By Hon. Hugh Kowlky.
More Punlana. By Hon. Huoh Howl^
The Philosophy of Handwriting.
By Stream and Sea. By Wm. Si nio^
Leaves from a Naturalist's Note-Bo]
By Dr. Andkkw Wilson.

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3a. per Volume.
Jesse's Scenes of Country Life.
Leigh Hunt's Tale for a Chlmr
Corner.

Mallory's Mort d'Arthur: Se1ections.|

Pascal's Provincial Letters.
Rochefoucauld's Maxims ft Reflection

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, \im, 6<1. eachJ

Wilds of London. James GreenwouI
Tunis. Chev. Hf.sse-Wartego. ajIlluJ
Life and Adventures of a Cheap Jai
World Behind the Scenes. F.FitzueraI
Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings.
The Genial Showman. ByE.P. HinostI
Story of London Parks. Jacob LakwoJ
London Characters. By Henry Mayh/
Seven Generations of Executioners,!
Summer Cruising in the South Sel
By C. Wakrkn Stoddard. IllustrHif

POPULAR SHILLING BOOKS.
Harry Pludyer at Cambridge.
Jeff Briggs'B Love Story. Bret Hartb.
Twins of Table Mountain. Bret Hakte.
Snow-bound at Eagle's. By Bket Hakte.
A Day's Tour. By Percy Fitzgerald.
Esther's Glove. ByR.E. Francillon.
Sentenced! By Somervili}e Gibnky.
The Professcr's Wife. By L.Graham.
Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By

luLiAN Hawthorne.
Nfagara Spray. ByJ. Holmngshead.
A Romance of the Queen's Hounds. By
Charles James.

Garden that Paid Rent. Tom Jerrold.
Cut by the Mess. By Arthur Kkyser,
Teresa Itasca. By A. MacAlpine.
Our Sensation Novel. J. H. McCarthy.
Doom I By Justin H. NIcCarthy.
Dolly. By Justin H. McCarthy.

Lily Lass. Justin H. McCarthy.
Was She Good or Bad? By W. Mini
Notes from the "News." By Jas. HaJ
Beyond the Gates. By E. S. Phelp.s|
Old Maid's Paradise. By E. S. Phel(
Burglars in Paradise. By £. S. PheiJ
Jack the Fisherman. By E. S. Piieij

Trooping with Crows. ByC. L. Pirk
Bible Characters. By Charles Ut:Aij

Rogues. By R. H. Sherard,
The Dagonet Reciter. By G. R. SiMii
How the Poor Live. By G. R. Sims.T
Case of George Candlemas. G. K. Sri

Sandycroft Mystery. T. W. SpeigiiT
Hoodwinked. By T. W. Spekjht.
Father Dumien. By R. L. SteveksoI
A Double Bond. By Linda Villari.
My Life with Stanley's Rear Guard.

{

Herbert Ward.

IBI\

four
Utat

IShi

Iwitq
he

itrd

he

Mgh

«B I

HANDY NOVELS. Fcap. Svo, cloth boards, In. «d. each.

The Old Maid's Sweetheart. A.St.Aubyn I Taken from the Enemy. H. Newooi
Modest Little Sara. Alan St. Aubyn. | A Lost Soul. By W. L. Alden.
Seven Sleepers of EphesuB. M.£. Coleridge. | Dr. Palliser's Patient. Grant Ali

tfUnna
Mkrtyi

tellne.

dtlMl
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ERIES.

, per Volume.

iACon Larwoq
ACOB LARUnd
IknrvS. Lf.ic

,YNN Linton,
Linton.

y R. Macorfo^
, W.H.Mau.o^
II. Mallock.
H. C. Pknnkli
Jy H.C. I'KNNF

. H. C. Pknnki
IS. nyH.A.PA(^
3H ROWLKV.
n. Hur.H KowL^
ndwrltlng.
\^y Wm. SinioI

.llit'i Note-"
ON.

[MY LIBRARY, printed on laid paper, post Hvo, hall-R(ixl)urgli(^, 'im, 0«l. e.ich.

lour Frenohwomon. By Austin Dorson.
Itation and Examination of William
[Shakspeare. Hy W. S. I.an dor.
lie Journal of Maurice de Ouerin.

?er Volume

itry Life

for Chlmn

lUr: Selections.]

ettera.
mi ft Betlectlol

„^ POCKET LIBRARY. Post svo
he Euaye of Ella. By Charles Lamb.
^blnion Gruaoe. lilust. d. Cruikskank.
Ihimi and Oddities. By Thomas Hood.
[With 8^ Illustr.itions.

^e Barber's Chair, &c. By D. Jrrrold.
Btronomy. BvBkii.lat-Savarin,
Epicurean, &c. By Thomas Moore.

1 Hunt's Essays. Ed. £. Ollirr.

a, '3m. 6tl. eachJ

lMKS GrkenwooI
ARTEGO. IjlUllf

of a Cheap Jal
68. F.FitzgeraJ

id Sayings.
ByE.P. HinostI

I. Jacob LarwoI

y HfNRY NlAYHf
Executioners.!
tha South SeJ

I McCarthy.
I? By W. MiN'

• By J AS. Fa]

ly E. S. PhblpsI

TBy E. S. Phrli

By E. S. Phki.

By E. S. PhkiJ

By C. L. Pik:

I Charles Kkai

Irard,
By G. R- SiMi

3y G. R. Sims.

Emas. G. R. Si]

It. w. speigh

. Speight,
. L. StevensoI

IlNDA ViLLARI.

1 Rear Guard,

Christie Johnstone. By Charles Rkaoc
Willi a PliotoKravure Frontispiece.

Peg Wofflngton. ByCnARuKH Keade.
JThe DramatioEssayi* of Charles Lamb.

printed on laid paper am.' hf.-hd., 'Jw. each.
White's Natural History of Selborne.
Ouiliver's Travels, &c. By Dean Swikt.
Plays. By RiniAui) Bkinslev Sherujan.
Anecdotes of the Clergy. J. Larvvoou.
Thomson's Seasons. IllMstratcd.

The Autocrat of the Brealifast-Table
and The Professor at the Breakfast-
Table. By Oi.i%KK VVknukm. Hoi.mfk.

THE PICCADILLY NOVELS.
BRARV Editions of Novels,many Illustrated, crown 8vo, clotb extra, 3s. OtI. each.

llMI M OrMI.
<t.IiL.ICIV.

Hr CiBANT Alil^KrV.
^tift.

rioB.
Bg* Itorlei.
konlBg Hand.
1 Bbadti.
U of ilham.
mie's SAka,

bDtTiliDle.

Thli MorUI Ooll.
The Oreat Taboo.
Dumareiq'i Oaaghter.
Blood Roval.
Ducheii of PowTiland.
Ivaa Ortat* Maiter-

pi(!oa.

Tha Boalljwag.

By KDWIIV li. ABNOL.D.
rs Uia fhanlcian.
t Conatobla of Bt. NlchoUi.

By AL.AIV HT. AVBVIV.
illow of Trinity. j To hli Own Maitar.

I Junior Daan.
star o( Bt.Banadlot'i.

I

In the Face
World.

of the

|r B«T* 8« BARINO CiOUIiD.
1 Spider.

I
Eve.

By ROBERT BARR.
k Btaamer Chair. | From Whose Bonme.

By FRANK BAURSTT.
I
Woman of the Tron Bracelet*.

|iU and Esther.

W. BFMANT & J. RIC;R.
The Ten Years' Tenant.
Ready MoneyMortiboy.
With Harp and Crown.
'Twas in Trafalgar!
Bay.

The Chaplain of tha
Fleet.

attle Oirl.
r Mr. Lucraft.

)8on of Vulcan.
iGolden Euttnrfly.
Itlla I ArlMur.
lUonks of Thelema.
Beamy Side.

By WAliTE
arts and Condi-
I of Men.

Captains' Room.
i a Garden Fair.

J Paolos.
llTorr Gate.
IWorld Went Vary
>U Then.
Faith and Freedom,
nabel Queen.
hy Foratar.

B BE HIANT.
Uncle Jack.
Children of Gibeon.
Bell of St. Paul's.
To Call Her Mine.
The Uoly Rose.
Armorel of Lyonesse.
8t. Katharine's by the
Tower.

Verbena OamelUa Ste-
phanotls.

In Deacon's Orders.

^7 ROBERT BUCHANAN.
bw of the Sword.

|. each.

H. Newboij
1 Alden.
U, Grant ALii

ad of Nature.
|af Llnne.

^

Martyrdon
lallne.

BdthalUH.

of

Iiove Ma for Ever.
Annan Water.
Woman and the Man.
The New Abelard.
Foxglove Manor.
Master of the Mine.
Jted aa<i White Heather

.

Uy IIAIil., C'AINE.
The Shadow of a Crime. I Tha Deemster.
A Bon of Uagar.

|

By ITIAC.'ffiARRN fOBllAN.
The Bed Sultan.

| The Burden of Isabel.

IflORT. & FRAN€;EM€OIjV..lNf4.
Transmigration.

| From Mldnlght.to Mid-
Blacksmith * Scholar. '

-

The Village Comedy.
night.

I Tou Play ma Fa)sa.

By WIIiKIE OOliCINM.
Tha Frozen Deep.
I'heTwoDesUnles.
The i4iw and the Lady,
The Haunted Hotel.
The Falleu Leaves.
Jezebel's Daughter.
The Black Robe.
Heart and Science.
" I Say No."
Little Novels.
The Evil OenluR.
The Legacy of Clin.
A Rogue's Life,
Blind Love.

Armadale.
After Dark.
No Name.
Antonina. .

Basil.
Hide and Seek.
The Dead Secret.
Queen of Hearts.
My Miscellanies.
The Woman in White.
The Moonstone.
Man and Wife.
Poor Miss Finch.
Miss or Mrs. 7

The New Magdalen.

By UtTTTON C^OOK.
Faul Foster 8 Daughter.

By E. II. COOPER.
Geoffory Hamilton.

By V. CE€;iI< €OTEl««.
Two Girls on a Barge.

By €. E«;BERT CRADDOCll.
His Vanished Star.

By IVIATT CRim.
Adventures of a Fair Rebel.

i;y B. IM. CROKER.
Diana Harrington. I Pretty Miss Neville,
Proper Pride. A Bird of Passage.
A Family Likeness. |

" To Let.

"

By WILIilAill Cl'FJLES.
Hearts of Gold.

By AIjPHONSE UACBET.
The.Evangelist ; or, Port idalvation.

By II. COIiEITIAN DAVIDMON.
Mr. Sadler's Daughters.

By eram;tii;!9 bawmon.
Tha Fountain of Youth.

By JAITIES DE IVIIJLI.E.
A Castle In Spain.

By J. E.EIT11 10ER1VENT.
Our Lady of Tears.

J
Circe's Lovers.
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The PrccADiLLy (3/6) HovKhs—continued.

By DICK UO.'VOVAN.
Tracked to Doom. | Man from Mancbeit«r.

By A. C^OIVAIV DOVL.E.
Th« Firm of Olrdle>tone.

By ITIrn. AIVN1£ EDlVARUEfil.
Archie Lovell.

By O. TIANVILI^K FRIVIV.
The New Mlntreu. I Wltnesi to the Deed.
The Tiger Lily. | The White Virgin.

By PKKOV VlTZGEKAliO.
Fatal Zero.

By K. fC. FRAN€IIiliC>N.
King nr Knave T

Ropei of Sand.
Jack Doyle s Daughter.

the

Qneen Cophetua.
One by One.
A Dog and bli Shadow.
A Real Queen.

Prcr.byMii'BAUTliE FRERE.
Fandnrang Harl.

By EDWARD CARRETT.
The Capel Glrli.

By PAUL. OAIJIiOT.
The Red ShlrU.

By rilABl^EM CilBBOIV.
Robin Oray. I Of High Degree.
Loving a Dream. The Flower of
The Golden Shaft. | Foreit.

Bt E. Oli.^lVViriTiE.
The Loit Hpireu. I The Fouloker.
A Fair Colonlit. I

tZr E. jr. fSOODITIAIV.
The Fate of Herbert Wayne.

By VKVtlj CiRIFFITlI.
Corinthia Marazion.

By NVDIVEV ORVIVDY.
The Dayi of hie Vanity.

ByTIIO:VIAH HARDV.
Under the Greenwood Tree.

By BRET IIARTE. '

A Waif of the Plain*.
Sally Oowi.
A Ward of the Golden
Gate

Starbottle'a

A Bappho of Green
Spriiigi.

By JUL.1AN HAWTHORNE.

Colonel
Client.

Sngy.
A Protogi'e
Ilumlln s.

BeuRinger of Angel 1.

of Jack

Garth.
ElUce Qnentln.
Sebastian Strome.
Dutt.
Fortune's Fool.

Beatrix Randolph.
David Poindexter'i Dis-
appearance.

The Spectre of the
Camera

By mr A. I1EL.PS.
Ivan de Blron.

Ky I. HENDERSON.
Agatha Page.

By O. A. HENTV.
BiUab the Juggler. I Dorothy s Donbl*.

By .10UN Hll.li.
The Common Ancestor.

Bv mm. lirNCJERFORn.
Lady Verner's Flight. | The Red-Houas Mystery.

«y ITIrM. AliFRED II TNT.
The Lead, n Casket. I Self Condemned.
Xliat Other Ftrson. | Mrs. Juliet.

By R. AHHE KIND.
A Prawi) Game.
,' T{1« Weftrfng p( tHo Green,''

The Piccadilly (3,16) Nnvr.vs—continued
By E. £.1:NN l.INTON.

Patrlci.a Komball.
Under which Lord?
" My Love I

"

lone.
Pafton Carew.

H.By
Oidenn Flevce.

By J UMTIN
A Fair Saxon.
1 1nley Roihford.
Mis3 Mtinnthrope.
Donna Quixote.
Maid of Athens.
Camlola.

Sowing the Wind.
The Atonement of Lead
Dundu.

The World Well Los*.
The One Too Many.

W. iiUCV.

ITlcC^ARTIIY.
Waterdale Neighbour
My i:ncmy 8 Daugbteij
Red Diamon'li.
Dear Lady Disdain.
The Dictator.
The Comet of a Be&K

By <SEORfl,;E MAC'DONALDj
Heather and Snow.

By A€SNE!!t ITlACJDONEIiL.
|

Quaker Cousins.

By li. T. ITIEADE.
A Soldier of Fortune.

Ky BEKTRAI?! ITIITFORD.I
The King's Assegai.
Renshaw Fa
Quest.

The GunRonner.
The Luck of Gercrd
Bidgeley.

By J. E. nUDDOCK.
Maid Marian and Ro iln Hood.

By D. CJilRISTir HIURRA
A Life's Atonement.
Joseph's Coat.
Coals of Fire.
Old Blazer's Hero.
Val Strange.

Bi* ihe Gate of the I
A Bit ofHnman Natv
First Person Singalj
Cynic Fortune.
The Way of the Worii
BobBIartin's Little 0]
A Wasted Crime.
In Direst PerU.

Hearts
A Model Father.
Time's Revenges.

By inVRRAV
The Bishops' Bible.
One Traveller Retnmi.

ByHUiTlE NISBET.
" Bail 9p I

"

By \V. E
Saint Ann's.

By fi. OIINET.
A Weird Gift.

By OUIDA.

dc HERMAN]
Paul Jones'! Alias.

NORRIS.

Held in Bondage.
Strathmore.
Chandos.
Under Two Flags.
Idalla.
Cecil Castlemaine'i
Gage.

Tricotrin.
Puck.
Folle Farlne.
A Dog of Fianderi.
Patcarel.
Rlcna.
Princess Napraxlna.
Ariadne.

Two Little Wo»
Shoes.

In a Winter City.
Friendship.
Moths.
RnfBno.
Pipistrello.
A Village Commnna
Bimbl.
Wanda.
Frescoes.
Othmar.
In Maremma
Byrlin. | Oulldsl
Santa Barbara.

By ITIAROARET A. PALI
Gentle and Simple.

By .lAIflE
Lost Sir Massinf;bprd.
Less Black than We're

Paluted.
A Confidential Agent
A GiMp* fnim i\ Thorn.
In PenI and Privation.
The Mystery of Mir-
bridse.

Tho Canon's Ward.
Walters Word. _
Ify PrQ3[y.

» PAVN.
High SpiriU.
Under One Roof.
From Exile.
Glow worm Talti
The Talk of the To^
Holiday Tasks.
For Cash Only.
The Burnt Million.!

The Word andthif
Bunny Btorira

ATry'n^PatlcnVl
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VELS
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coHiinueili

INTON.
Ing the Wind.
Atonement o{Leu4
and**.
World Well I^st.

One Too Many.

ucv.

lARTIIY.
tordale HeiRhboor
Enemy » Daught««|

1 Diamonii.
%T Lady Ditdaln.

e Dictator,
e Couiet of a 86a

C'DONEIiL.

EADK.
ITIITFORn.1

tie King's Aiiegki

ensbaw fumlg
Quest.

DDOOH.
lood.

ir MURBA1
[T ihe Qate of the I

L Bit ofHuman Mat

'irit PerioB Bingnl

Jynic Fortune.
Ae Way of the Worl
SobMartin's Little 01

K Watted Crime,

n Direst PerU.

ic hbriuanI
•anl Jones'a AUu.

rOKRIS.

IINET.
II>A.
Two Little Woo
I Shoes.
In a Winter City.

Friendship.
Voths.
^nffino.

Iplstrello.

i Village Commnn*
blmbi.
/anda.

trescoes.
ktbrnar.
In Maremma .

lyrlin. I
OnlldsJ

lanU Barbara.

PT A. PAUl

PAVN.
klgh Spirits.

Under One Roof.

from Exile.

Ilow worm Ta'«i

fho Talk of the To^

Holiday Tasks,
lor Cash Only. ,

the Burnt Million.!

the Word and Uit I

lunny Btorifs

kTry'naPaticnV

rHE Piccadilly (3/6) fiovELs—continued.

Iflm. C'AITIPBErili PRAED.
ntlaw and Lawmaker. |

Chrlstlaa Chard.

By £. C. PRICE.
^alentlna. I BIrt. Lancaster's Rival.
he Foreigners. |

Ky RICiUARD PRVC'E.
Ifitt Maxwell's Affections.

By rilARI.
t Is Never Too Late to

[ Uend.
be Double Marrlai^e.
«ve Me Little, Love
"b Long,

he Cloister and the
[Hearth.
be Course of True

1 Love.
he Autobiography of

k Thief.
t Yourself In His

I Place.

EM REA»E.
Singleheart andDonble-

face.
Oood Stories of Men
and other Animals.

Hard Cash.
Peg Wolfington.
Christie Johnstone.
OriSlth Oaunt.
Foul Play.
The Wandering Heir.
A Woman. Hater.
A Simpleton.
A Perilotti Secret.
Readlana.I Terrible Temptation.

^c JUt.

By IVIni. J. II. RIDDELi£i.
he Prince of Wales's I Weird Stories.

iDarden Party. |

By AITIBL.IB R1VJE8.
rbara Derlng.

By I'. W. R0BIIV80IV.
Hands of Justice.

By "W. CliARK RVSMEI.r.
«an Tragedy. I Alone on a Wids Wld«
r Shipmate Louise, j Sea.

By JOHN
ky Waterman,
land to the Wheel.

MAUNDER.^.
The Two Dreamers.
The Lion In the Path.

\j KATHARINE MAUNUERlH.
rgarst and Elisabeth I Heart Salvage,
tfeon s Kock. Sebastian.
High MiUs. I

Thb Piccadilly (3/6) Hovrls—continued.
By IIAtVi.EY SITIART.

Without Love or Licence.

MPEIUHT.By T. IV.
A Secret of the Sea.

By R. A. MTERNDAI^E.
The Afghan Knife.

Br BERTHA TilOinAM.
Prond Malsie.

| The VloUn Player.

By ANTHONir TROI^I.OPE.
Fran Frohmann. I The Way we Live Row.
The Land Leaguers. I Mr. Scarborough's Fa.
Marion Fay. | mlly.

By PRANC'EH E. TROIil.OPE.
Like Ships upon the I Anne Fumess.

Spa. I Mabel's Progress.

iiv IVAN ti;rc.;enieff, &c.
stories from Foreign Novelists.

By ITIARK TtVAlN.
The American Claimant. I Tom Sawyer Abroad.
The£l,00O,00vBank-note. | Pudd nhead Wilson.

Ky V. C\ FRAHER-TVTI^EB.
Mistress Judith.

By NARAH TVTIiER.
The Bride's Pass. I Lady Bell.
Burled Diamonds. j Blackhall Ohosta.

By ALiIiEN UPWABB.
The Queen against Owen.

By E. A. VIXETEIiliV.
The Scorpion.

By J. M. WINTER.
A Soldier's Children.

BylTIAROARET WVN]*2AN.
My FllrUUons.

By E. KOIiA.
The Downfall. I Dr. Pascal.
The Dream. | Money. | Lonrdes.

CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS.
Post 8vo, illustralud boards, ilm. each.

WARU.By ARTE1IIU8
emus Ward Complete.

By EB.IIOND ABOI/T.
1 Fellah.

By IIAIVIII^TON AII>E.
' of Carrlyon. { Confidences.

By ITIARV ALBERT.
eke Finchley's Daughter.

By ITIrN. ALEXANDER.
|ld, Wife or Widow Y | Valerie s Fate.

By OBANT ALLEN.
E[e Stories.

stia.

lylon
li Devil's Die.

I Mortal ColL
dl Shades.
I Beckoning Hand.

Blood BoyaL
For Malmie's Sake.
The Tents of Shem.
The Oreat Taboo.
Domaresq's Daughter.
The Duchess of Powys-
land.

[y E. LESTER ARNOLD.
i the Phcsttlclan.

By ALAN ST. AVBVN.
ItUow of Trinity. j The Master of St. Bant-
1 Junior Dean. | diet s.

If R«T. ». BARINO CIQIJLB.
Ispi4?r> I £vf.

By FRANK
Fettered for Life.
Liltln Lady Linton.
Batween Life & Death.
Tlie Sin of Olga Zassou-

lich.

Folly Morrison.
Lieut. Barnabas.

BARRETT.
Honest Davie.
A Prodigal's Progress.
Found Guilty.
A Recoiling vengeAnce.
For Love and Honour.
John Ford; and His
Helpmate,

MHELMIiEV BEAUCHAIflP.
Qrantley Orange.

By WALTER BEMANT.
Dorotliy Forster.
Children of Oibeon.
Uncle Jack.
Herr Paulus.
All Sorts and Condi-
tions of Men.

The Captains' Boom.
All in a Garden Pali.
The World Went Very
Well Then.

For Faith and Freedom.
To Call Her Mine.
The Bell of St. Paul's.
Armorel of Lyonessa.
The Holy Rose.
The Ivory Oate.
8>. Katherlne's by tha
Tower.

Verl>en.i Camellia 8t«.
phanotls.

By \V. BKMANT A J. RI47E.
This Son of Vulcau.
My Little Girl.

Tlitt Case of Mr. Lucraft.
The Golden Buttorlly.
By Celia 8 Arbour.
The Monks of Thelema.
The SsKiny ?!dt.

Th» Ten Yeius Tenant.
Heady Money Mortl'joy
With Harp and Crown.
'Twaa in Trafalgar's
Bay.

The Chapl»Ul «f {^



30 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

II

!*^

Two-Shilling Hovzls—continued.
Uy AITIBKOME BIEUC'E.

In the Mldit of Life.

By rnKUEHIVW BOYIiE.
Camp Hotel. I Chronlclei of No-man'a
Savage Life. | Land.

By BRET IIARTE.
Californian Storiei.
Oabriel Conroy.
The Lack of Roaring
Camp.
By IlAROL»

Uncle Sam at Home.

An Beireu of Bed Dog.
Flip.
Manija.
A Phyllii of the Sierras.

BUVDCiEi!!.

P.FTC'IIANAIV.
The Martyrdom of Ma-

deline.
Annai. Water.
The New Abelard.
Matt.
The Heir of Linne.

C'AINK.
The Deemster.

By ROBERT
Shadow of the Sword.
A Child of Nature.
Ood and the Man.
Love Me for Ever.
Foxglove Manor.
The Master of the Mine

By HAL.1
The Shadow of a Crime. I

A Bon of Bagar. |

By Conimnndfr €AIVIEROIV.
The CmU« of the " Black Prince."

By mtrm. liOVETT C^AiTIERO.'V.
Deceivers Ever. | Jnllets Guardian.

By AUSTIN CJLARE.
For the Love of a Lau.

By ITlrii. ARCHER CJLIVE.
Paul Ferroll.

Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.

By ITIACIiAREN COBBAIV.
The Cure of Bonis.

By C. AIiIjUTON COMj1^I^».
The Bar Sinister.

inORT. A FRANCES COI^IilNM.
Sweet Anne Page.
Transmigration.
From Midnight to Mid

night.
A Fight with Fortnne.

Sweet and Twenty.
The Village Comedy.
Tou Play me False.
Blacksmith and Scholar
Frances.

Bt WlIiKlE COIililNS.
My Miscellanies.
The Woman in White.
The Moonstone.
Man and Wife.
Poor Misa Finch.
The Fallen Leaves.
Jezebel's Daughter.
The Black Robe.
Heart and Science.
" I Say No I

••

The Evil Oenins.
Little Novels.
Legacy of Cain.
Blind Love.

I, .: •.

Armadale.
After Dark.
No Name.
Antonlna.
BatU.
Hide and Seek.
The Dead Secret.
Qneen of Hearts.
Miss or Mrs. ?
The New Magdalen.
The Frozen Deep.
The Law and the Lady.
The Two Destinies.

The Haunted Hotel.

A Rogue's Life.

By in. J. COL.QUIIOIJIV.
Every Inch a Soldier.

By DIJTTON COOK.
Leo. I

Paul Foster's Daughter.

By C. EOBERT CRA»DO«;k.
The Prophet of the Oreat Smoky Mountains.

By IVIATT CRIiTl.
Adventures of a Fair Rebel.

By B. in. CROKER.
Pretty Miss NeviU. I Blril of Passage.
Diana Barrlngton. Proper Pride.
"To Let." I A Family LikeneiL

By IV. CYPIiES.
Hearts of Gold.

By AL.PHONSE BAUDET.
The Evangelist; or, Port Balvation.

By ERAMinVS I>A\V|i|ON.
Tb* foontaiB of Yoatl).

Two- Shilling Novels—continued.

By JTAinES DE iniL.£,E.
A Castle in Spain.

By .1. l^EITIl I9ERWEIVT.
Oar Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers.

By C1IARL.es D1CKE.M4.
Sketches by Boz. I Oliver Twist.
Pickwick Papers. | Nicholas Mckleby.

By DICK DONOVAN.
The Man-Hunter.
Tracked and Taken.
Caught at Last I

Wanted I

Who Poisoned Hetty
Duncan 7

Man from Manchester.

A Detective's Triuirpa
In the Grip of the Lai
From Inlormation £|
ceived.

Tracked to Doom.
Link bv Link
Suspicion Aroused.

By ITIra. ANNIE ED\VARDU.«
A Point of Honour. | Archie Lovell.

By m. BETlIAIVI-EDWAKDIilJ
Felicia. |

Kitty.

By EDW. E€iUL.ESTk>N.
Roxy.

By «. MANVII.liE FENN.
The New Mistress.

By PERCV FITXC;ERA I.D.J
Bella Donna. Second Mrs. TlUotion
Never Forgotten. Seventy - live Brookl
Polly. Street.
Fatal Zero. The Lady of Branton

By P. FITZ6ERAL.D and otheii
Strange Secrets.

.%IiBANV DE FONBL.ANQI']
Filthy Lucre.

By B. E. FRANCIIiL.ON.
Olympia. Queen Cophetun.
One by One. King or Knave 7

/. Real Queen. Romances of the Laifj

By IIAROIiD FREDERIC
Seth B Brother B Wife. | The Lawton Girl.

Prel. by Sir BARTL.E FREUl
Pandurang Hari.

By IIAIN FRISWEIiL..
One of Two.

By EDWARD OARRETT.I
The Capel Girls.

By Cill.BERT UAUI..
A Btrangb Manuscript.

By CI1AKL.es OTBBON.
In Honour Bound.
Flower of the Toret
Tho Braes of ITarrow
The Golden Shaft.
Of High liegree.
By Mead and Strea
Loving a Dream.
A Hard Knot.
Heart's Delight.
Blood-Money.

Robin Gray.
Fancy Free.
For Lack of Gold.
What wlU the World
Say?

In Love and War.
For the King.
In Pastures Green.
Queen of the Meadow.
A Heart's Problem.
The Dead Heart.

By WILiLiIAin OIL.BERT.I
Dr. Austin's Guests. I The Wizard of
James Duke. | Mountain.

By ERNEST OI..ANVIL.IiEj
The Lost Heiress. { The Fossicker.

By HENRY aKEVIL.L.E.
A Noble Woman. | Nikanor.

By CECII.. ORIFFITII.
Corlnthla Morazlon.

By JOHN HABBERTON.I
Brneton's Bayoa.

| Country Luck.

By ANDREW HAliLIDA^
Every.day Papers.

By I^dy DCFFUS UABD^
Paut Wynter s Sacrific*.

f *

i
-
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ERWKNT.
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er Twi»t.
lolas Nlckleby.

IVOVAN. ,

etectives Trlumpa
lie Grip of the Lai
m Inlormation Kl
slved.
eked to Doom.
k by Link
picion Arouied.

D\VAKDIi:!>
chie Iiovell.

KDWAKDSJ
ity.

iliESTvlIV.

,1,K rKNN.

Z€^KRAIiD.|
cond Mrs. TlUoUon
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IVC'IIiliON.
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Ling or Knave 1

Lomance* of the L&«
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1'wo-Shilling fJov^i.s—continued,

Br TIIOrriAS HARDY.
I trnder the Greenwood Tree.

By J. BERWICK IIARWOOD.
I The Tenth Earl.

By JVIilAN IIAWTIIORIVE.
Beatrix Randolph.
Love—or a Name.
David Foindexter a Dii-
appearance.

The Spectre of the
Camera.

ElEDERIi
he Lawton Olrl.

riiO VREUl

BARRETT.

T CiAVli*

oiBBorv.
1 Honour Bound.

ower of the Fores

10 Brae» of Yarro*

B Golden Shaft.

High l^egree.

, Mead and Strea

(Ving a Dream.
Bard Knot.
MTt'i Delight.

ood-Money.

}Il.BEBT.j
ke Wieard of

Mountain.

LanviliM:!
^e Foulcker.

lianor.

IIFFITII*

lEBTON.
Inntry l^ncl^-

lAHilB^^^

m UABD1

lOarth.
ISlllce Qaentln.
IPortane'i Fool.
[KUi Cadogna.
Itebaitiun Btrome.
lOntt.

By Sir ARTII1JB IIEI^PS.
IIvan de Biron.

Br HENRY HERinAIV.
|A Leading Lady.

By HEABOIV HII^L..
IZambra the Detective.

By JOHiV Hllilj.
iTreason Felony.

By ITIrii. CASHEI^ HOEV.
he Lover's Creed.

By I?Ii-8. CiEOROE HOOPER.
he Houae of Raby.

By TIQHE HOPKIIV8.
tt I>ove and Duty.

By nirn. HUXr^ERFORD.
, Maiden all Forlorn. I A Mental Struggle.
\ Durance Vile, A Modern Circe.

vtl. I

By Mm. AliFREO HKJIVT.
homlcroft I Model. I SelfCondemned.
at Other Person. | The Leaden Casket.

By JEAN INOEI^OW.
^at«d to be Free.

By WiTI. JAinESOIV.
ff Dead Self.

By HARRIETT JAV.
lie Dark Colleen.

|
Queen of Connaught.

By ITIARK I4ERMHAU.
blonial Facts and Fictions.

Uy R. AMHE KIIVCS.
L Drawn Game. Fasalon's Slave.
fThe Wearing of the Bell Barry.
I Green."

By JOHN I.EVN.
he Lindsays.

By E. liYNN I.INTON.
The Atonement ofLesm
Dundas.

With a Silken Thread.
The Rebel of the
Family.

Sowing the Wind.

W. JLUCV.

atrieia Kemball.
lie World Well Lost,
sder which Lord?
ston Carew.

iKy Love t

"

Be.

By HENRY
leon Fleyce.

By JU$$TIN IflcCARTHY.
iFslr iSason. Camiola.

Dear Lady Disdain.
Waterdale Neinhbourg.
My Enemy's Daughtpr.
The Comet of a Season.

By huc;h itia<;c;o£.£..
stranger's Sealed Packet.

By At^NES illACBONEI^Ii.
ker Cousins.

LTHABINB fi. inACQVOID.
I BvU Eye. | Lost Rose.

By W. H. iriAIiLiOCK.
sance of the Nine- 1 The New Bepabllo.

liMth Century. i

Die V Rochford.
lis Misanthrope,
una Quixote.
M of Athens.

Two-Shilling Novels—continued.

By FliORENCE ITIARRYAT.
Open I Sesame I

FighUng the Air.
A Harvest ofWild Oats.
Written in Fire.

By J. ITIASTER.IIAN.
Half-a-dozen Daughters.

By BRANDER ITIATTHEWS.
A Secret of the Sea.

By liRCINARD MERRICK.
The Man who was Good.

By .TEAiX ItllDDf.EITlASS.
Touch and Go.

| Mr. DorllUon.

By aim. ITIOE.esWORTH.
Hathercourt Rectory.

By J. E. ITIITDDOCK.
From the Bosom of the
Deep.

StoriesWeird and Won
derfttl.

The Dead Man's Secret.

Ky IVIURRAY nnd HER.YIAN.
One Traveller Returns. I The Bishops' Bible.
Paul Jones's Alias.

|

By D. CHRISTIE ITICRRAV.
Cynic Fortune.
A Life's Atonement.
By the Gate of the Sea.
A Bit of Human Nature.
First Person singular.
Bob Martin's Little

Girl.

niCRRAY.
A Song of Sixpence.

A Model Father.
Joseph's Coat.
Coals of Fire.
Val Strange.
Old Blazer s Hero.
Hearts.
The Way of the World.

Ry HENRY
A Game of Bluff.

By HCIIE NISBCrr.
" Ball Up I

"

I
Dr.Bernard St.Vincent.

By ALICE O'HANIiON.
The Unforesenn.

{ Chance 7 or Fate 7

By OEORCiES OIINET.
Dr. Ramean. I A Weird Gift.
A Last Love.

|

By nira. OlilPHANT.
Whlteladies. I The Greatest Heirfss in
The Primrose Path. | Eugland.

ISy ITIrM. RORERT 0'REII,l<V.
Phosbe'B Fortunes.

By OCIDA.
Held in Bondage.
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Two-Shilling Novels—continued,

Bf JAIME 19 PAVN.
Baatiaek's Tator.
Horphy'i ICaator.
A Ooanty FMnlly.( Bar ilerey.
OMUiTrytt.
Th* Olyffards of Olyffe.
Th* Foittr Brothcri.
FouuIDmuI.
TiM Bait of Hubuidi.
W»ltar'a Word.
Halvaa.
Fallan Fortnnea.
Hnmorou Storiei.
£300 Reward.

Marine Residenco.
Ifirk Abbey.
By Proxy.
Under One Roof.
High Splrita.
Onrlyon'i Tear.
From Exile.
For Caab Only.
Kit.
The Oanon'a Ward.

Talk of the Town.
Holiday Taika.
A Perfect Treoinro.
What He Coat Her.
A Oonfldential Agent.
Olow-worm Talei.
The Burnt Million.
Bonny Storlei.
Loat Blr Btaaiingberd.
A Woman'a Vengeance.
Tbe Family Scamegraca.
Owendollse'a BTarveat.
Like Father, Like Son.
Married Beneath Him.
Not Wooed, bat Won.
Leaa Black than We're
Painted.

Borne Private Vlewi.
A Qrape from a Thorn.
The Myitery of Mlr-
brldge.

Tbe Word and the Will.

A Prince of the Blood.

(^IIARrEH REAUIC.
It la Never Too Late to
Mend.

Chrlatle John8t< ine.

The Double Ma4-rlage.
Fnt Touraelf in Hi*

Place.
Love Me Little, Love
Me Long.

The Cloiater and the
Hearth.

The Oonraa of True
Love.

Tha JUt.
The Autobiography of
a Thief.

By IVIrn. J, H.

A TerribleTemptation.
Foul Play.
The Wandering Heir.
Hard Cash.
Blngleheart and Double-

face.
Oood Storlea ofMen and
other Animals,

Fee Wofflngton.
Griffith Gaunt.
A Perilous Secret.
A Simpleton.
Readlana.
A Woman-Hater.

RIBDKIiri
Walrd Stories,

FiUry Water.
Her Mother'a Darling.
Tha Prince of Wales's
Garden Party.

The Uninhabited House
The Mystery U Palace
Gardens.

The Nun s Cnrsa.
Idle Tales.

By AlTIEIilE: KIVEH.
Barbara Dering.

By F. IV. ROBINNOIV.
Woman are Strange. | The Hands of Justice.

By JAinES RVIVCIITIAN.
Bkippars and Shellbacks.

Grace Balmalgn's Sweetheart.
Behoola and Scholars.

Br W. CliARK RVMSEr.Ti.
Rmnd the Galley Fire. The Romance of Jenny
On tha Fo'k'sle Head. Harlowe.
In tha Middle Watch. An Ocean Tragedy.

A Voyage to the Owe. My Shipmate Louiae.

A Book for tha Ham- Alone on a Wide Wide
mock. Baa.

The Myitery of the
' Ocean SUr."

OBORCiB AIJCIUSTL'S SAIiA.
Oaaltght and Daylight.

By JOHN 8AUIVBERS.
Ony Waterman. I The Lion In the Path.
Tha Two Dreamers. |

Br KATHARINE SAUNDERS.
Joaa Merryweathar. I Sebastian.
n«Hi(d>Mllla. Margaret and Eliza

Heart Salvage. I bath.

By OEOBOE R. flllVIM.
Rogaaa and Vagabonds.
Tha Ring o' BeUs.
Mary Jaaa'a Mamoin.
M«ry Jana Married.
TaUa of To-day.
Praaaa of Ufa.

Tinkletop'a Orlma.
Zeph.
My Two Wives.
Memoirs of a Landlady.
Bcaaaa ttom tha Show.

Two-Shillino Novels—continued.

By ARTIIIJR MI£ET€llliEV.|
A Match in tha Dark.

By HAWL.EY 8IVIART.
Without Love or Licence.

By T. W. SPEIOHT.
Tha Mysteries of Heron
Dyke.

The Golden Hoop,
Hoodwinked.

By Devious Ways.
Back to Life.

The LoudwaterTragedf
Burgo's Romance.

By R. A. STERNBAIiE.
Tha Afghan Knife.

By R. I.OVIS HTETENHO.-V.
Haw Arabian NighU. | Prince Otto.

Sty BERTHA THOIVIAM.
Oressida. I The Violin-Player.
Proud Malsie.

|

By WALTER THORIVBITKV,
Tales for tbe Marines. | Old Stories Retuhl.

T. ADOIiPHUM TK4»liM»l*l!;
Diamond Cut Diamond.

By F. EliEAIVMR TROIiliOI>F|
Like Ships upon the

{
Anne Fumeas.

Sea.
I
Mabel 8 ProgresR.

Ky ANTHONV TR<»l4l.OI>E.
I

Frau Frohmaun. The American Senatol
Marion Fay.
Kept in the Dark.
Jolin Caldipate.
The Way We Live Now.
The Land-Leaguers.

Mr. Scarborough t

Family.
The Golden Lion
Granpere.

By J. T. TROWBRIDCiE.
Famell's Folly.

By IVAN TIJRKENIEFF, A-C.I
Stories from Foreign Novelists.

By ITIARK TWAIN.
Stolen White EIephan|
Life on the MistiBsipti

The Prince and tb
Pauper.

A Yankee at the Cou^
of King Arthur.

A Pleasure Trip on the
Continent.

The Gilded Age.
Huckleberry Finn.
MarkTwaln s Sketches,
Tom Sawyer.
A Tramp Abroad.

By V,. V. FRASER-TVTriCIC.I
MUtress Judith.

By NARAH TVTIiER.
The Bride s Pass. The Huguenot Fimi'yl

The Blackball GhoiU.
What SheCameXhroud
Beauty and the Beuf
Citoyenna Jaqueline.

Burled Diamonds,
St. Mungo s City.

Lady Bell.
Noblesse Oblige.
Disappeared.

By AARON ^VATSON nnd
IiII..Ii';A!4 \VAS.<!lEUi^iAN.\.

The Marr.uis of Carabas.

By \VILI..IAIVI WESTAM..
Trust-Money.

By JTIri*. F. H. IVIIililAITIHUIV
A ChUd Widow.

By J. 8. IVINTER.
Cavalry Life. | Regimental Legends.

By II. F. WOWU.
The Passenger from Scotland Yard.
The Eugllshmau of the Rue Cain.

By liady WOOD.
Sablna.

CJElilA PARKER WOOIiliE
Rachel Armstrong; or, Koveand riie(ilot;y.

By EDMUND VATEM.
Tha Forlorn Hope. I Castaway.
Land at Laat. I
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continued.

Y BIVIART.
I.

PEIOHT.
By Devloni Wajn.
Back to Life.
IThe LoudwaterTi affed*
Burgo Bomance.

e:rivi>ai.k.

Mnce Otto.

TIIOMAN.
Phe Violin-Player.

'IIORlVRURvJM Stories Retold. 1

TR<»|.I,OI*i:.|

TRorroiM
inne Fameas.
Ubelg Progress.

l'R«>I.I.OI>E.,
iie American SenatoJ
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10 Prince and ti
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Df King Arthur.

R-TVTMCK.J
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tuty and the Beat]
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J

kTSOlV nmi
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VTER.
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ooo.
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Cam.

OOO.

wool,LEI
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YATEH,
Away,
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